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•  Wild  struck  the  water  and  quickly 
eared  beneath  the  surface.  With 
ry  roar,  the  Russian  captain  leaped 
im.  Up  came  the  young  deadshot, 
struck  out  for  the  opposite  shore. 
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By  AN  OLD  SCOUT 


CHAPTER  I. 

1  HL  crown  prince  a  real  democrat. 

banks  nf''t°h/vf15S ,  thore  had  been  fierce  fighting  along  the 
banks  o;  the  Vistula,  River,  in  Poland. 

nf  thn  S  bl§  arTy, was  d0ing  its  best  t0  stop  the  advance 
thousands  maDS’  and  the  Icss  on  both  sides  ran  far  up  in  the 

f«rira0rSaWAS*tmer1  to.be  thG  objective  point  for  the  Kaiser’s 
O.ws,  and  the  Russians  were  trying  to  prevent  them  from 
reaching  the  historic  old  city. 

PnvCeo Frederick  William  was  in  command  of  one 
oi  the  largest  of  the  German  corps,  and  he  was  surely  show¬ 
ing  tne  wonaerful  skill  that  had  resulted  from  his  military 

training. 

^  VVdS  near  the  close  of  an  October  afternoon  when  the 
crown  Prince  retired  to  his  quarters  in  a  little  frame  building 
tnat  was  not  much  more  than  a  hut  that  stood  within  fiftv 
yards  of  the  river. 

Frederick  William  was  somewhat  down-hearted,  for  the 
fierce  resistance  put  up  by  the  Russians,  mainly  due  from  the 
repeated  oharges  of  the  demon-like  Cossacks,  had  caused 
heavy  losses,  and  the  whole  right  wing  had  been  forced  back 
nearly  two  miles. 

Aiier  permitting  himself  to  be  looked  after  by  an  attend¬ 
ant  the  young  man  sat  down  and  tried  to  find  solace  in  look 
ing  over  some  drawings  that  had  been , furnished  by  aeroplane 
scouts  regarding  the  position  of  the  enemy. 

But  it  was  not  interesting  to  him  just  then,  and  he  arose 
in  disgust,  starting  for  the  door  of  the  room. 

At  that  moment  an  orderly  appeared,  and  after  giving  the 
necessary  salute,  he  said: 

Your  Rojal  Highness,  a  party  of  Americans  have  arrived  ” 
"Americans?  and  the  Crown  Prince  showed  considerable 
surprise.  4 

Tim  orderly  did  some  more  bowing  and  scraping,  not  for¬ 
getting  the  usual  military  salute  Frederick  William  was  enti¬ 
tled  to  receive. 

~ They  insist  upon  having  an  audience  with  you,  and  I  must 
say  frankly  that  they  are  somewhat  impertinent.” 

Ho?"  and  the  royal  personage  frowned.  “Are  they  known 
to  any  of  the  officers?" 

"Yen.  They  are  the  American  show  people.”  > 

“Ah!”  and  Frederick  William  became  somewhat  angry 
“Why  did  you  not  say  so  at  first?”  he  demanded,  sharply  “it 
W  Young  Wild  West. ,  the  great  American  deadshot,  anil  his 
friend*.” 

7  he  orerly,  orm  whaf  confused,  stepped  back  to  the  door  as 

i:  he  a/'uaJiy  feared  being  struck. 


But  such  was  not  the  intention  of  the  Crown  Prince., 
once  1  Take  Americans  shal]  be  admitted  at 

rece°ptt„1„akre„omeS1.1?he  ^nT”  WhWh  1  “7 

f  JJ10  ma“  quickly  retired,  and  then  Frederick  William  hi. 
the6  room  w,th  *  *»«*•  »ack  and 

taiAiy  wafTanytfrinjf  buTelegant!  “  W‘  ~ '  ."»» 

and  hence  the  headquarters  of  the  commander  of  the  arn.v 

Wh emhf  ^  ‘I/,1’3'  SeC,i°"  liad  takCT  Possess!  if  it  7 
t  bf.n  heard  the  unmistakable  sounds  of  hoofbeats  out. 

‘  Up  stopped  Ms  pacing  and  listened. 

He  could  hear  his  visitors  entering  the  adjoining  room  hut 

WThc„  ‘If  orderly  came  in  and  reported  S  ’  U‘ 
i  nen  alter  brushing  his  hair  and  tnlrinV  0  _.  it, 

himself  in  a  mirror  that  hung  man  the  w?n  V  Sd  look  at 

royal  headgear  and  passed  out,  crossing  th?nar5ow  h“,M  l“8 

I  and  to«n8  t*0  guards  stationed  at  the  door  of  the  reronHnu 

th°!!eemin3Ply  WaV6d  ‘hCm  asi<le  aad  entered  wUou?^ 

«<* 

avail  simply  state  that  they  wdre  Young  Wild  Wcsl  th'f'iveu' 

AHeTf  My  Tf  and  cha>»Pion  Deadshot.  and  his  sweethLr  ‘ 
Arietta  Murdock ;  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  bis  wife  Anna  a  .a 

Dart  and  EJoise  Gardner,  his  sweetheart 
inese  noted  Americans  had  been  cane-M  in  tn 

Z!WdiIe  e?Wf1‘"*g  a  Wg  Wild  West  show  and  leTnow 
mgaged  in  looking  up  the  excitement  and  adventure  that 
might  be  found  in  the  war  zone.  adventure  that 

pX°r!.WlLd5est  had  actualJy  saved  the  life  of  the  Crown 
Pr.ac®  fJ-  a  battle  on  the  French  frontier,  and  as  he*  had  also 
gained  the  friendship  of  the  Kaiser  and  possessed  royal  papers 
that  would  permit  him  to  go  and  come  when  he  pleased  anv- 
where  within  the  confines  of  the  big  empire.  It  was  not  stranee 

friend CrownTrince!^  RUSSlan  fr°nMer  a"d  ,ook  »P  his 

viceable  costumes  of  the^grea"  Amerfca^wnd  We^'and3  they 
certaimy  made  a  picturesque,  not  to  say  dashing  appear^ 
to  the  great  son  of  the  German  Kaiser. 

Frederick  William  was  certainly  very  democratic  In  his  wav 
I  e  understood  the  English  language  perfectly,  and  hi  ,  slmly 
ot  the  boundless  land  that  was  called  the  (Jutted  State*  b-H 
taught  him  that  kings  and  queens  wen-  out  of  plate  ibn, 

Rut  nevertheless  he  regarded  an  American  for  just,  what  he 
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was,  and  seemed  willing  to  place  himself  upon  a  level  with 
those  he  happened  to  like. 

Certainly  the  young  deadshot  and  his  companions  were  liked 
as  well  as  admired  by  him. 

“How  is  Your  Royal  Highness  to  day?”  Young  Wild  West 
said,  in  his  cool  and  easy  way,  as  he  stepped  forward  and  ex¬ 
tended  his  right  haud. 

“I  was  much  depressed  until  I  knew  you  had  come,  Young 
Wild  West,”  was  the  quick  reply.  "But  please  don’t  give  me 
the  title  of  ‘Your  Royal  Highness.’  It  is  detestable  to  me, 
coming  as  it  does  from  a  brave  young  American.” 

"That’s  all  right,  then.  I  hope  you  don’t  want  to  give  me 
the  liberty  to  call  you  Frederick.” 

•“It  would  please  me  greatly  if  you  did.” 

“Make  it  Freddie,  Wild,”  Cheyenne  Charlie,  the  scout,  spoke 
up,  for  it  seemed  that  he  was  always  bound  to  have  something 
to  sav  that  was  either  out  of  place  or  ridiculous. 

Naturally  Jim  Dart  and  the  girls  could  not  help  laughing, 
while  Wild  had  all  he  could  do  to  keep  from  doing  the  same. 

Instead  of  being  at  all  offended,  the  Crown  Prince  looked  at 
tho  scout  and  said : 

^  “That  is  real  American,  sir.” 

“Hold  on  there,  prince.  You  jest  said  somethin’  that  don  t 
sound  good  to  me  at  all.  I  never  want  to  be  called  sir.  I'm 
jest  plain  Cheyenne  Charlie,  an’  I  was  born  in  old  Cheyenne. 
I’m  all  wool  an’  a  yard  wide,  an’  when  I  start  in  to  doin 
things,  somethin’  always  happens.” 

"Please  don’t  start  to  do  anything  here,  then,"  and  Frede¬ 
rick  William  was  now  laughing  heartily,  showing  that  for  the 
time  being  he  forgot  all  about  the  recent  reverses  of  his  big 
army. 

He  kept  on  talking  with  his  visitors  for  fully  five  minutes 
before  it  occurred  to  him  that  they  were  still  standing. 

While  there  was  nothing  in  the  way  of  chairs  in  the  room, 
there  were  two  benches  stretched  across  one  end  of  it,  while 
a  dilapidated  old  rocker  which  had  been  tied  up  by  ropes  was 
at  a  small  square  table.  '  1 

“You  will  please  sit  down,  Young  Wild  West,”  the  royal 
host  said,  as  he  pointed  to  the  rocking-chair. 

“All  right,  Frederick.  I  will  sit  down,  of  course,  but  not 
there.  That  is  the  principal  seat  in  the  room,  and  of  course 
it  belongs  to  you.” 

“Not  when  I  am  in  such  company.  It  is  indeed  a  great 
pleasure  for  me  to  be  with  you  Americans,  whom  I  esteem 
to  the  utmost.  You  must  not  think  that  I  have  forgotten  what 
you  did  for  me  on  the  battlefield  on  the  French  frontier.” 

“Don’t  mention  it,  please.  I  believe  I  told  you  at  the  time 
that  I  was  as  much  pleased  as  you  were  at  what  I  did.  Any¬ 
how,  you  were  not  badly  wounded,  and  the  chances  are  if  I  had 
not  carried  you  back  to  the  trenches,  some  one  else  would  have 
done  so  later  on.” 

“I  can’t  look  at  it  that  way,”  and  the  prince's  face  assumed 
a  look  of  determination. 

“Sit  down,  please.”  Wild  said,  and  taking  him  by  the  arm,  he 
led  him  to  the  rocking-chair. 

Then  all  hands  sat  upon  the  trenches  and  waited  in  silence 
for  a  moment. 

Having  become  quite  at  his  ease,  the  Crown  Prince  asked 
his  visitors  if  they  had  any  request  to  make. 

Wild,  of  course,  was  the  spokesman  of  the  party. 

"I  reckon  about  all  the  request  we  have  to  make  is  that  we 
will  be  permitted  to  hang  around  these  parts  for  a  while  and 
Bee  how  the  fighting  goes  on.  From  what  we  have  learned, 
the  Russians  are  putting  up  some  great  fights.” 

“Yes."  and  Frederick  William  frowned.  “It  is  deplorable 
that  this  war  is  going  on,  but  the  honor  and  safety  of  the 
Fatherland  is  at  stake.  We  must  fight  it  out  to  the  bitter 
end.  But  enough  of  this.  1  had  forgotten  about  the  war  after 
meeting  you,  and  I  feel  the  better  for  it.  I  take  pleasure  in 
assuring  you  that  your  request  is  already  granted.  I  will  have 
the  necessary  parchment,  drawn  up  immediately,  and  I  will 
put  my  signature  to  it." 

"Thank  you,  Frederick.  If  I  keep  on  I  will  have,  such  a 
pile  of  parchment  papers  that  I  will  have  to  use  a  traveling 
bag  to  take  them  about  with  me.  You  see,  I  have  been  getting 
one  now  and  then  from  the  other  countries  that  are  engaged  in 
the  war.  There  is  Austria  for  instance.” 

“Of  course.  You  should  certainly  have  permission  to  go 
and  come  through  Austria,"  the  prince  spoke  up. 

“Ar  d  of  course  I  have  done  pretty  well  in  Franco.  It  hasn't 
been  necessary  to  ask  permission  to  go  and  come  through 
England  yet." 

Wild  smiled  when  he  said  this.  , 

"Hardly  yet,"  Frederick  William  answered,  dryly.  "But 


there  is  no  telling  that  it  might  be  necessary  should  you  fol¬ 
low  up  the  fortunes  of  the  Germans  in  this  war.’ 

“I  know  what  you  mean.  There  Is  a  possible  chance  of  tne 
Germans  Invading  Great  Britain."  , 

“A  possible  chance,  yes,  but  we  are  again  touching  upon 
the  war  question.  It  will  please  me  if  you  will  tell  me  some¬ 
thing  about  yourself  and  what  you  and  your  friends  have  been 
doing  since  I  saw  you  last.” 

Wild  was  more  than  willing  to  do  this,  and  for  fully  half  an 
hour  he  entertained  His  Royal  Highness  with  the  stories  or 
some  of  the  adventures  he  with  his  friends  had  passed  through 

in  the  last  five  or  six  weeks.  . 

Probably  Frederick  William  would  not  have  wearied  oi 
their  presence,  but  night  was  coming  on  and  it  was  necessary 
for  Young  Wild  West  to  look  about  for  some  temporary  quar- 
ters. 

Not  only  had  our  friends  brought  their  horses  with 
but  they  had  a  good-sized  camp  wagon  which  carried  their 
camping  outfit  and  supplies,  which  was  drawn  by  two  mules 
and  driven  by  the  clever  Chinee,  Hop  Wah,  who  was  well 
known  by  so  many  people  as  a  very  brilliant  sleight-of-hand 
performer  and  practical  joker,  even  though  his  eyes  vere 
almond-shaped  and  he  wore  a  long  queue. 

“We  had  quite  a  little  difficulty  in  getting  to  your  head¬ 
quarters,  Frederick,”  Wild  said,  after  he  had  explained  how 
necessary  it  was  for  them  to  get  camped  as  soon  as  possible. 
“But  we  got  here,  and  I  reckon  everything  is  all  right.  Now 
then,  if  it  pleases  you  we  will  stop  somewhere  close  to  the 
camp  lines  of  your  soldiers.” 

“Anywhere  you  please;  but  I  have  forgotten  something.  I 
should  see  to  it  that  the  parchment  I  spoke  of  is  written  and 
signed.” 

“That  will  be  all  right.  If  you  will  just  send  one  of  your 
guards  with  us  so  he  can  explain  to  the  officers  we  may  meet, 
I  reckon  there  will  be  no  difficulty.” 

“I  will  do  that.  I  am  sorry  I  have  no  better  accommoda¬ 
tions,  or  I  surely  would  invite  you  all  to  dine  with  me.  Proba¬ 
bly  in  a  few  days  I  may  have  much  better  quarters,  and  then 
it  will  be  different.” 

“Never  mind  about  that,”  and  the  young  deadshot  laughed 
lightly.  “We  have  no  end  of  provisions  with  us,  and  I  reckon 
if  you  happen  to  run  short  of  some  things  we  will  fix  you  up. 
How  would  you  like  to  eat  supper,  as  we  call  it,  in  camp  with 
us?  Our  Chinaman  was  lucky  enough  to  get  hold  of  a  big 
chunk  of  venison  that  he  managed  to  induce  a  game-keeper 
to  part  with.  Probably  you  never  ate  a  real  American  venison 
stew.” 

“I  never  had  the  pleasure,”  and  the  eyes  of  the  prince  spar¬ 
kled. 

“All  right.  It  will  be  easy  enough  for  you  to  cancel  the 
preparations  for  your  dinner  and  come  over  to  our  camp  and 
eat  supper  with  us.” 

“As  I  feel  that  my  dignity  will  not  be  lowered  by  accepting 
this  invitation,  and  am  quite  sure  that  it  is  well  meant,  I  don’t 
hesitate  to  accept,  Young  Wild  WTest.  Wait.  I  will  accom¬ 
pany  you  and  help  you  select  the  site  you  wish  to  camp  upon.” 

Certainly  this  was  far  more  than  the  Americans  expected. 

Here  was  the  son  of  the  great  Kaiser  who  was  quite  willing 
not  only  to  associate  with  them,  but  to  eat  a  common  supper 
of  venison  stew  as  well. 

Not  that  they  really  thought  he  was  any  better  as  a  man 
than  themselves,  but  certainly  it  could  be  called  nothing  short 
of  a  real  honor. 

As  they  left  the  room  the  Crown  Prince  spoke  a  few  words 
to  one  of  the  guards,  and  then  accompanied  his  visitors  out¬ 
side. 

A  short  distance  away  was  the  wagon  that  carried  the  camp¬ 
ing  outfit  and  provisions,  and  sitting  at  the  front  holding  the 
reins  that  were  used  to  dri\*e  a  team  of  spirited  mules,  was 
Hop  Wah,  tho  clever  Chinee. 

“Velly  nicee  day,  so  be,"  he  said,  bowing  in  Oriental  fashion 
as  the  Crown  Prince  approached.  “Me  likee  you  velly  mucliee, 
so  be,  Misler  Plince." 

“ Don  t  pay  any  attention  to  him,"  Wild  said,  smilingly.  “We 
have  spoiled  the  heathen.  I  suppose,  by  letting  him  have  his 
own  way.  He  is  a  great  character,  and  has  been  of  the  great¬ 
est  use  to  us  since  we  have  known  him.” 

"I  am  with  you  Americans  now.  and  I  expect  to  do  as  you 
do,"  was  the  reply.  “Let  us  hurry  nml  repair  to  a  ramping 
spot  so  the  venj son  stew  may  be  hastened  as  quickly  as  pos¬ 
sible." 

“It  will  take  a  little  more  than  an  hour  to  cook  it  after  the 
i  water  starts  b  iliu’  In  the  pot,  Freddie,"  Cheyenne  Charlie 
1  remarked. 
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.  “Never  mind  that.  T  will  be  In  good  company  all  the  time, 
and  1  am  sure  1  v. ill  not  mind  the  waiting.” 

~Oh.  all  right,  then.  You  sorter  seem  to  be  true  blue,  an’ 
blamed  if  1  don't  like  you.” 

“That  comes  from  the  heart,  and  I  know  it,”  the  prince 
answered,  showing  how  gratified  he  was  to  hear  the  words 
sp.  ken  in  such  a  blunt  and  honest  way. 

Probably  it  amazed  a  great  many  officers  and  soldiers  to 
rinee  walking  along  with  Young  Wild  West  and  his 
friends  as  they  led  their  horses  through  the  big  camp  to  a 
small  patch  of  woods  at  the  side  of  a  little  tributary  of  the 
Vistula. 

But  whatever  comments  they  made  were  not  heard  by  any 
of  our  friends  or  the  prince,  and  a  few  minutes  later  active 
preparations  were  going  on  to  put  the  camp  in  shape. 

The  scout’s  wife  promptly  started  in  to  prepare  the  promised 
veuisen  stew  for  the  Crown  Prince. 

Charlie  found  that  Wild  and  Jim  could  look  after  the  horses, 
while  Hop  unloaded  the  camping  outfit,  so  he  set  about  peeling 
potatoes  too. 

“Freddie,”  he  said,  smilingly,  as  the  Crown  Prince  ,came 
over,  and  sat  upon  a  log  near  them,  “that  heathen  of  ours  is 
putty  good  at  makin’  a  venison  stew'.  But  I  reckon  that  I’m 
the  one  as  told  him  jest  what  oughter  go  in  it.” 

.  “What  does  go  in  it,  pray,  if  you  are  not  averse  to  telling 
me?” 

“Well,  I’ll  tell  you  in  mighty  few  words.  There’s  venison 
cut  up  in  pieces  first;  then  comes  a  little  salt  pork,  w'hich  is 
to  sorter  touch  it  up  an’  make  an  extra  flavor,  you  know. 
Then  there’s  potatoes  an'  onions  an’  a  couple  of  apples,  if  you 
have  got  ’em  handy.  These  is  all  cut  up  in  little  pieces  an’ 
put  in  with  the  venison  an’  the  pork.  Of  course  there’s  got 
to  be  water  in  the  pot,  you  know.  If  there  wasn't  there 
would  be  no  stew.  Salt  an’  pepper  goes  in.  most  naturally, 
an’  jest  about  w-hen  the  mess  is  b’ilin’  ail  night  you  chuck  in 
a  can  of  tomatoes.  We  have  canned  tomatoes  with  us  always, 
you  know,  Freddie.” 

“Is  that  so?  Go  on;  I  am  much  interested.” 

“1  don’t  kfiow  how  much  further  I  kin  go  on.  How  about 
it-  gal?  Is  there  anything  I’ve  forgot?”  and  Charlie  looked 
inquiringly  at  his  wife. 

“Very  little,  I  think,”  was  the  smiling  retort. 

“Oh.  there’s  somethin’  1  forgot.  I  know  what  it  is.  Jest 
.  about  when  this  here  stew  has  been  cookin’  for  an  hour,  then 
you  take  some  flour  an’  stir  it  up  in  a  tin  cup  with  some 
water.  Sorter  like  a  paste,  you  know.  Then  you  diynp  this 
in  the  pot  an’  stir  it  around  with  a  big  spoon  for  two  or  three 
minutes.  After  you  have  done  that  you  take  the  big  spoon 
an’  dip  it  in  the  pot  to  take  some  of  it  out.  You  blow  it  a 
little,  this  way,”  and  the  scout  went  through  the  performance 
cf  holding  a  spoon  close  to  his  lips.  “When  it’s  cool  enough 
vou  taste  it,  an’  if  it  ain’t  seasoned  jest  right  I  reckon  you 
kin  put  in  more  pepper  an’  salt.  There!  That’s  about  how  to 
make  a  venison  stew.  ” 

-Well,  I  never  felt  so  hungry  in  my  life,”  Frederick  William 
*  exclaimed,  laughingly. 

The  Crown  Prince,  Frederick  William,  was  very  democratic 
in  his  ways. 
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Certainly  it  seemed  that  the  Crown  Prince  was  well  paid 
for  his  waiting,  for  finally  when  the  supper  was  ready  he 
took  his  place  at  the  table,  which  was  a  folding  affair  and 
could  easily  be  erected,  and  throwing  aside  all  formalities,  he 
ate  as  heartily  as  any  of  the  rest. 

Probably  the  girls  may  have  felt  somewhat  shy,  but  if  such 
was  tie*  case  they  soon  got  over  it.  and  the  result  was  that 
the  venison  stew  and  other  good  things  that  had  been  pre¬ 
pared  rapidly  disappeared. 

-4  Win  n  the  meal  was  finally  over  with  Frederick  William 
thank'd  the  young  deads  hot  and  his  friends  heartily,  and 
wh<  n  they  had  all  risen  from  the  table  he  felt  in  his  pockets 
.an  if  for  something  to  smoke. 

-you  likee  haree  goodee  cigar.  Misler  Plince?”  Hop  Wall 
a*'  I  for  I’"  happened  *o  be  close  enough  and  easily  guessed 
wh-it  the  prince  was  looking  for. 

-I  have  a  good  supply  of  them  at  my  quarters,”  was  the 
T,..  v, ; t b  little  hesitation,  for  no  doubt  he  felt  that 

I  p  ,  \  <  -jhi  hardly  have  the  kind  of  cigar  he  was  in  the  habit 
•f  stooki 

-Jji’  alb  e  light.  Me  goltce  velly  goodee  cigar.  You  tly  one, 

so  be." 


Wild  shot  a  warning  glance  at  the  heathen,  for  he  was  not 
quite  certain  but  that  he  might  lie  up  to  some  practical  joke. 

Generally  Hop  carried  with  him  wherever  lie  went  cigars 
that  were  loaded  with  gunpowder,  so  lie  might  play  a  trick 
upon  some  innocent  whenever  he  chose  to. 

But  it  hardly  seemed  possible  that  lie  would  dare  to  give 
such  a  cigar  to  the  Crown  Prince  of  Germany. 

“Lat  allee  light,  Misler  Wild,”  the  Chinaman  said,  smil¬ 
ingly.  “Me  knowee  wliattee  you  mean.  Me  gettee  velly 
goodee  cigar,  so  be.  Allee  sainoe  Cuba  tobacceo.  Me  fetchee 
Horn  Melica.” 

“Well,  prince,”  the  young  deadshot  said,  nodding  to  their 
royal  guest,  “I  reckon  you  might  try  one  of  the  heathen's 
cigars.  As  a  rule  he  generally  does  have  pretty  good  ones, 
and  since  he  says  he  brought  them  from  the  United  States, 
you  can  chance  it,  anyhow.” 

“Thank  you,  I  will  willingly  take  the  chance,  as  you  call 
it.” 

Hop  quickly  handed  him  a  cigar  which  was  wrapped  in 
tinfoil. 

This  seemed  to  please  Frederick  William  greatly,  for  he 
bowed  his  thanks  and  then  quickly  made  the  cigar  ready  for 
smoking. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  "kindly  picked  a  burning  brand  from  tho 
fire  and  soon  the  cigar  was  going. 

“I  think  I  will  remain  a  while,  if  you  have  no  objections,” 
the  prince  said,  as  he  sat  down  close  to  the  larger  of  tho 
two  Stents  that  Wild  and  Jim  had  assisted  the  Chinaman  to 
erect  before  supper  was  ready.  “I  really  feel  quite  at  ease 
now.  It  is  such  a  relief  after  the  strenuous  day  I  have  put 
in  on  the  field  of  battle.” 

The  girls  excused  themselves  and  set  about  to  arrange 
things  so  they  all  might  pass  the  night  as  comfortably  as 
possible. 

Sleeping  in  tents  was  something  the  young  deadshot  and 
his  friends  were  greatly  accustomed  to,  for  at  least  five  nights 
in  the  week  they  had  done  so  while  making  their  adventurous 
trips  through  the  great  region  of  the*  United  States  that  is 
commonly  called  the  Wild  West. 

The  camp-fire  was  kept  blazing,  and  with  a  couple  of  lan¬ 
terns  to  assist  in  giving  light,  the  camp  certainly  was  cosy 
enough. 

The  Crown  Prince  puffed  away  and  showed  that  he  thor¬ 
oughly  enjoyed  the  cigar,  though  he  made  no  comments. 

He  was  not  in  a  very  talkative  mood  now,  but  when  Chey¬ 
enne  Charlie  happened  to  make  a  remark  about  a  trifling 
incident  that  had  happened  in  Cheyenne,  he  turned  to  him 
quickly  and  said: 

“They  call  you  Cheyenne  Charlie,  I  believe.” 

“That’s  right.  I  s’pose  that’s  my  name.” 

“But  you  surely  must  have  another  name.” 

“I  reckon  I’ve  got  one,  but  I  never  use  it  unless  it’s  when 
I  have  to  sign  some  kind  of  papers  that  the  law  calls  for. 

I  w'as  christened  Charles  Watson,  but  my  father  an’  mother 
died  afore  I  was  old  enough  to  remember  ’em.  I’ve  got  an 
uricle  livin’  in  ’Frisco,  though.” 

“It  was  unfortunate  to  lose  your  parents  while  so  young.” 

“I  s’pose  so.  They  both  died  the  same  day,  you  know.” 

“Is  that  so?”  and  the  prince  showed  surprise. 

“Injuns  killed  ’em.”  Charlie  said,  just  as  if  it  was  hardly 
worth  mentioning.  “But  you  kin  bet,”  he  added,  “that  I’ve 
,  been  gittin’  square  ever  since.  I  hate  redskins  through  an 
i  through,  though,  of  course,  them  what  we’ve  got  with  us  in 
the  show  ain’t  likely  to  break  out  an’  do  any  killin’  an’ 
scalpin’  of  palefaces.  It’s  born  in  ’em,  though,  an’  I  reckon 
if  they  thought  they  had  a  good  chance  they  would  start 
in  an’  clean  up  things.” 

“I  have  read  much  of  the  Indian  race,  and  it  has  always 
been  interesting  to  me.  Surely  the  American  Indians  are  a 
wonderful  people  in  more  ways  than  one.” 

“Maybe  they  are,”  Charlie  answered,  with  a  shrug  of  his 
shoulders.  “I  can’t  help  allowin’  that  pictures  of  ’em  does 
look  mighty  good.  Then  ag’in,  they  seem  to  take  putty  well 
in  a  show.” 

“America  is  a  wonderful  country.  I  had  planned  to  visit 
it  two  years  ago,  but  circumstances  prevented  me.  When 
this  war  is  over,  if  I  survive  it,  I  certainly  must  go  there. 
You  must  know,  Young  Wild  West,  that  I  have  read  much 
about  your  country,  and  I  admire  it  through  and  through. 
The  sports  you  have  there,  too,  are  great.  There  is  base¬ 
ball,  for  instance.  Do  you  know  anything  about  the  great 
national  game  of  your  country?” 

“1  never  played  baseball  of  any  account,  Frederick,”  the 
Young  Deadshot  answered,  with  v.  snake  of  the  head.  “The 
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fact  is  I  have  never  witnessed  a  great  many  games.  I  have 
always  been  too  busy  looking  for  the  opportunity  to  help 
straighten  things  out  where  I  found  them  crooked.  My  fond¬ 
ness  for  excitement  and  adventure  has  allowed  me  to  do  this, 

1  suppose.  But  1  assure  you  that  I  believe  that  there  is 
no  out-door  game .  anywhere  that  can  quite  equal  baseball.” 

■'1  thoroughly  agree  with  you.  Why,  do  you  know  that 
during  my  idle  moments  l  have  practiced  considerable  at 
throwing  and  catching  a  ball,  the  kind  we  import  from  Amer¬ 
ica,  too?” 

“Me  play  ball  vellv  muchee  goodee,  so  be,”  came  from  the 
clever  Chinee,  who  was  sitting  not  far  away  and  taking  in 
everything  that  was  said. 

“Shet  up,  heathen.  You  don’t  know  a  baseball  from  a 
bat,”  Cheyenne  Charlie  called  out,  sharply. 

“Lat  allee  light,  Misler  Charlie.  Me  play  baseball  in 
’Flisco  when  me  belong  to  um  Sunday  School,  so  be.  Me 
velly  gleat  pitchee.  Stlikee  plenty  batters  out,  so  be.” 

•'This  is  indeed  amusing,”  Frederick  William  declared.  “I 
happen  to  know,  if  my  reading  is  correct,  that  there  are 
Chinese  baseball  teams  traveling  throughout  the  United 
States.” 

“That  might  be  right,  Freddie,”  the  scout  said,  nodding  bis 
head.  “But  you  kin  bet  that  this  here  heathen  never  played 
baseball.  He’s  one  of  the  blamedest  liars  that  ever  was, 
though  I  must  say  that  he  ain’t  given  to  lyin’  to  do  anyone 
an  injury.  He  lies  for  fun.  an’  I’ve  knowed  him  to  steal 
for  fun,  too.  What  do  you  think  of  that?” 

“Me  no  stealee,  Misler  Charlie,”  Hop  said,  making  out 
that  he  was  injured  greatly  by  the  remark. 

“Oh,  shet  up!  If  you  got  where  there  was  a  jug  of  tan¬ 
glefoot  hid  around,  you  would  start  right  in  an’  look  for 
it,  an’  if  you  could  git  your  hands  on  it  you  would  steal 
it  mighty  quick.” 

The  Crown  Prince  then  wanted  to  know  what  Charlie 
meant  by  tanglefoot,  and  when  it  was  explained  to  him  that, 
that  was  a  common  Western  phrase  for  the  spirituous  liquor 
called  whisky,  whether*  it  was  good,  bad,  or  indifferent,  he 
gave  a  nod  and  said: 

“Oh,  yes.  I  remember  having  seen  that  word  used  in  the 
Western  stories  I  have  read.’’^ 

How  much  longer  the  Crown  Prince  might  have  remained 
at  Young  Wild  West’s  camp  cannot  be  said,  for  just  then 
a  messenger  came’  in  and  delivered  an  official  envelope  to 
him. 

Frederick  William  frowned  as  he  accepted  it,  for  it  seemed 
that  he  did  not  care  to  be/interrupted  during  the  enjoyable 
evening  he  had  started  to  spend  with  the  Americans. 

But  he  opened  the  envelope,  and  then  carefully  read  the 
inclosure,  our  friends  watching  him  and  noticing  that  the 
expression  of  his  face  kept  changing. 

Finally  he  placed  the  paper  back  in  the  envelope,  and  ris¬ 
ing  to  his  feet,  said: 

"I  have  an  important  duty  to  attend  to,  ladies  and  gen¬ 
tlemen.  You  will  please  excuse  me.” 

The  messenger  stood  waiting,  but  the  Crown  Prince  quickly 
waved  him  away,  and  then  after  waiting  a  moment  and 
again  thanking  our  friends,  he  started  abruptly  to  proceed 
back  to  his  quarters. 

“Hold  on  a  minute,  Frederick,”  Wild  said,  stepping  over 
to  him.  “Let  me  accompany  you.  It  doesn’t  seem  right  that 
the  Crown  Prince  of  Germany  should  proceed  alone  even 
for  such  a  short  distance.” 

"Do  you  really  think  that  way,  Young  Wild  West?”  and 
the  prince  smiled. 

“I  certainly  do.” 

“Very  well.  You  shall  accompany  me,  then,  not  because 
I  fear  to  go  alone,  but  because  I  think  it  may  please  you." 

“It  certainly  will  please  me  greatly.” 

"Very  well.  Come  on.  then.” 

The  final  salute  was  given  to  'he  rest  in  the  camp,  and 
then  the  two  walked  leisurely  through  the  darkness  and  into 
the'  tamp  of  the  German  soldiers. 

•Vhen  they  arrived  at  the  Crown  Prince’s  headquarters  j 
Frederick  William  turned  to  the  young  deadshot.  and  said: 

“Thank  you,  Young  Wild  West.  I  shall  never  forget  the  ! 
enjoyable  time  1  have  bad  with  you,  short  as  it  was.  Now  j 
then,  the  stern  duties  of  war  come  upon  me  again,  and  in 
case  I  do  not  act  the  same  v.ay  the  next  time  you  see  me,  I 
picas  think  nothing  of  it.  But  I  assure  you  that  you  will 
have  no  difficulty  in  proceeding  anywhere  in  the  German 
territory  as.  far  os  my  command  reaches.  I  will  bid  you  1 
good  evening." 


“Good  night,  Prince,”  Wild  answered,  and  then  he  turn*  d 

to  go  away. 

Frederick  William  was  about  to  go  into  the  building,  but 
lie  changed  his  mind  and  called  out  quickly: 

“Wait,  Young  Wild  West!” 

“What  is  it?”  the  boy  asked,  as  he  came  back  and  looked 
inquiringly. 

"I  feel  that  I  must  tell  you  something  that  the  message 
I  received  just  now  concerns.” 

“Not  necessary  at  all.” 

“But  I  will  do  so,  anyhow.  It  Is  simply  an  answer  to  a 
communication  I  dispatched  this  morning.  General  von  Hin- 
denberg  will  upon  the  day  after  to-morrow  assume  full 
charge  of  the  army  in  this  section,  and  he  will  lead  the 
march  into  Warsaw.” 

“And  you?”  the  boy  asked. 

”Oh,  I  shall  probably  retire  from  here  and  enter  upon  a 
new  field.  I  must  keep  fighting  for  the  cause  of  the  Father- 
land,  you  know.” 

Then  he  rather  abruptly  bade  the  boy  good-night,  and  en¬ 
tered  his  quarters. 

Will?  went  back  to  the  camp  much  impressed. 

If  he  had  .met  the  Crown  Prince  and  not  known  who  and 
what  be  was,  he  would  have  taken  him  for  one  of  the  plainest 
of  men,  and  a  thorough  gentleman  at  that. 

But  even  though  he  did  know  him  to  he  the  heir  to  the 
throne  of  the  German  Empire,  he  could  hardly  think  him 
anything  else. 

“He’s  all  right,”  he  muttered,  as  he  neared  the  camp,  “but 
if  I  was  penned  down  closely  and  forced  to  give  an  opinion, 
I  would  have  to  say  that  I  don’t  admire  the  way  German, 
is  pushing  this  war.  But  it’s  all  right.  I  am  neutral,  and 
that  settles  it.” 

Wild  said  nothing  about  what  the  prince  had  told  him 
relative  to  the  message  he  had  received. 

Really  he  felt  that  it  was  something  that  should  not  have 
been  told  to  him,  so  he  was  not  going  to  mention  it  even 
to  Arietta  or  his  partners. 

As  the  evening  drew  on  some  of  the  soldiers  stretched 
along  the  long  line  of  camp-fires  became  rather  noisy. 

Singing  was  heard  in  many  instances,  -which  showed  pretty 
well  that  they  were  enjoying  themselves  even  though  they 
had  been  upon  the  field  of  battle  all  day  long. 

But  the  fighting  had  ceased  a  little  before  sundown,  and 
unless  something  happened  during  the  night,  they  were  all 
due  to  get  a  good  night’s  rest. 

Our  friends  did  not  know  just  how  close  they  were  to 
the  Russian  lines. 

Most  of  the  fighting  that  had  been  done  during  the  day 
was  at  long  range,  heavy  field  pieces  being  used. 

Certainly  they  had  no  idea  that  the  Russians  would  make 
an  attack  before  morning. 

It  was  about  eleven  o’clock  when  they  retired  Tor  the  night, 
the  usual  guard  being  kept,  for  even  though  they  were  m 
close  to  the  German  soldiers,  they  adhered  strictly  to  the 
rule  they  had  always  practiced. 

It  was  Jim’s  lot  to  stand  first  watch. 

He  let  the  fire  die  out,  and  took  things  easy,  though  now 
and  then  he  moved  about  just  to  keep  off  the  feeling  of 
drowsiness. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  was  to  relieve  him  at  one  o'clock,  and 
just  before  the  time  came  for  him  to  arouse  the  scout  a 
series  of  noises  which  sounded  rather  cut  of  place  for  the 
midnight  hour  came  to  his  cars. 

The  sounds  quickly  spread,  and  soon  there  was  a  tumult 
raging  somewhere  off  to  the  right. 

Then  bugles  began  sounding,  followed  by  the  tramping  of 
many  feet. 

That  portion  of  the  German  camp  was  in  an  uproar. 

Jim  knew  that  something  unexpected  had  hSppened  and 
naturally  he  took  it  for  granted  that  the  Russian-  we;e 
attacking  the  German  lines  in  the  deddThour  of  the  night 

lie  quickly  ran  to  the  tent  where  his  partners  and  Hop 
were  sleeping. 

“Get  up,  boys!”  he  called  out,  sharplv. 

-What's  the  matter,  Jim?”  Young  Wild  West  answered, 
as  he  hurriedly  emerged  from  the  tent. 

Before  Jim  could  make  a  leply  a  volley  of  rifle  shots 
sounded  less  than  a  mile  away. 

“Great  gimlets! ’’  Cheyenne  Charlie  exclaimed.  "1  reckon 
the  fightin’  has  started.  What  time  is  it,  am-how*" 

“One  o'clock,  Charlie,”  Jim  answered,  “it  is  an  att.v  \ 
in  the  night.  1  reckon  we  ha\e  gut  to  look  out  for  ourtobt* 
The  firing  is  pretty  clcee  by.” 
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The  girls  of  course  were  awakened,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
they  came  out  of  their  tent. 

r'u\\  were  somewhat  excited,  as  might  be  supposed,  bu: 
W  Id  quickly  allayed  their  fears. 

’  Don't  get  excited,”  he  said,  in  his  cool  and  easy  way. 
"There  is  a  little  scrimmage  going  on  about  a  mile  away, 
as  near  as  1  can  judge  by  the  sounds.  But  that  don’t  mean 
that  we  will  be  in  it.” 

There  was  really  nothing  for  our 'friends  to  do  but  to 
remain  there  and  wait  tor  what  might  happen. 

(Steadily  the  tiring  increased,  and  when  some  rapid-fire 
guns  were  brought  into  play  the  din  became  deafening. 

But  the  old  war  sounds  were  familiar  to  them  now7,  for 

fthey  had  heard  so  much  of  it  since  they  had  been  in  Europe 
that  they  could  converse  and  hear  what  each  other  said 
almost  as  well  as  if  nothing  had  been  going  on. 

What  really  was  taking  place,  as  they  afterward  learned, 
was  that  a  force,  numbering  four  thousand  Russian  cavalry, 
had  centered  an  attack  upon  what  they  thought  to  be  the 
weakest  spot  in  the  German  lines. 

Mounted  Cossacks  followed  the  charge,  and  taken  some¬ 
what  unawares,  the  Kaiser’s  lines  were  'broken  and  forced 
to  draw  back. 

Then  the  Czar’s  cavalry  re-formed  and  made  repeated 
.  attacks,  gaining  slightly  at  every  maneuver. 

When  an  hour  had  passed  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends 
were  treated  to  the  spectacle  of  a  brigade  of  Cossacks  dasn- 
ing  past  them  on  the  right,  and  within  two  hundred  yards 
of  their  camp. 

Then  almost  before  they  were  aw7are  of  it  they  were  between 
the  fire  of  both  sides.  , 

"Get  to  cover!"  Young  Wild  West  called  out,  sharply.  “I 
reckon  this  is  getting  altogether  too  warm  for  us.” 

In  among  the  trees  they  ran,  and  throwing  themselves 
close  to  the  ground,  listened  as  the  bullets  and  bursting  shrap¬ 
nel  flew  over  their  heads. 

Surely  it  was  a  thrilling  moment  for  the  young  deadshot 
and  his  companions. 


<  CHAPTER  III. 

THE  CHANCE  TO  LEND  A  HELPING  HAND. 

What  might  be  called  miracles  often  happen  in  times  of 
►  war. 

A  thousand  shots  have  been  fired  without  a. soldier  being 
killed. 

Surely  it  was  wonderful  that  Young  Wild  West  and  his 
friends  escaped  the  leaden  hail  that  kept  passing  over  them 
for  a  period  of  fully  five  minutes. 

But  they  remained  unscathed,  and  as  a  brigade  of  the 
German  cavalry  swung  around  from  the  right  and  came  to 
the  assistance  of  the  infantry  that  was  bravely  resisting  the 
Russian  attack,  the  tide  of  the  battle  suddenly  changed. 

The  Russians  w7ere  forced  to  withdraw  temporarily,  and 
naturally  they  rode  away  in  a  direction  that  was  entirely 
^  opposite'  to  whe-e  Young  Wild  West’s  camp  was  located. 

But  not  until  he  was  sure  that  there  was  no  further  danger 
did  the  young  Deadshot  give  the  word  for  his  companions 
to  rise  to  their  feet. 

.  When  they  were  all  standing  up  he  looked  about  him  and 

said: 

"Anyone  hurt?” 

No  one  was,  and  with  a  satisfied  nod  he  turned  to  the 
two  tents  that  were  only  a  few  yards  away  from  where  they 
had  b  en  hiding  during  the  time  of  the  terrific  fighting. 

'i  m  re  was  much  commotion  all  along  the  German  line, 
though  the  main  body  of  that  division  was  now  in  full  pur- 

t  of  the  retreating  Russian  forces. 

Light-  began  showing  here  and  there,  so  it  struck  Wild 
*>,  t  they  might  as  well  have  one,  too. 

Hop.”  he  said,  calling  10  the  Chinaman,  "light  a  lantern. 
.  -  e  if  any  damage  has  been  done  to  our  tents.” 

■  A  u  light,  Misler  Wild,”  came  the  reply,  and  the  clever 
rh!  ;e<  7  •  not  long  in  furnishing  the  light. 

7  they  took  a  look,  and  when  they  discovered  that 
h-  h  v-nf-  '.<•;  •  p.eftv  well  ridd’er]  with  bullets,  though  none 
w  to  hu.o  g one  v<  v  close  to  th?  bottom,  he  could  not 

rhlnklr  !  '  '  th  y  had  passed  throu'gh  without 

\A.  g  harmed. 

(.  \  ■  u  both  «id;  :*  w  a  -hootin’  mighty  high  Wild,”  the 
r  i*.  r:  he  took  t.We  lantern  and  made  a  further  exam- 

-o  ur  look  a  If  about  fifty  or  sixty  bullets  went 
thro  *b  of  tin*  tent.-'.  But  if  we  had  been  after 

'em  an  r.ep.  d no  one  would  have  been  hit.” 
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”1  reckon  you’re  right,  Charlie,”  was  the  reply.  "That  Is 
what  1  call  a  pretty  narrow  escape.  But  as  we  are  used 
to  narrow  escapes,  we’ll  just  put  it  down  as  in  the  general 
course  of  events.” 

A  detachment  of  soldiers  came  hurrying  to  the  spot  just 
then. 

One  of  them  was  an  orderly  of  the  Crown  Prince,  and 
as  he  came  to  a  halt  he  promptly  began  counting  our  friends. 

When  he  saw  that  there  were  seven  of  them  he  breathed 
a  sigh  of  relief,  and  then  saluting  to  our  hero,  said: 

"Any  casualties?” 

"No,”  was  the  reply.  "We  were  mighty  lucky.” 

“I  came  to  find  out  at  the  order  of  Prince  Frederick  Wil¬ 
liam.  He  just  returned  after  leading  a  cavalry  attack  upon 
the  foe.” 

"All  right,  you  can  tel  1  him  that  we  are'  not  hurt  one  bit. 
Our  camping  outfit  got  touched  up  a  bit,  though.  But  that'3 
all  right.  Tell  him  I’ll  see  him  in  the  morning.” 

The  orderly  nodded,  and  then  after  giving  instructions  for 
his  men  to  follow  him,  promptly  left  the  camp. 

“Now  then,  Charlie,”  Wild  said,  in  his  cool  and  easy  way, 
“I  reckon  you  can  start  in  on  your  watch.  The  rest  of  us 
will  retire.  I  feel  pretty  certain  that  we  won’t  be  disturbed 
again  to-night.  It  might  have  been  a  clever  ruse  of  the 
Russians  to  make  the  midnight  attack,  but  it  seemed  that 
they  didn’t  gain  much  by  it,  after  all.  At  first  it  looked 
as  if  they  were  going  to  carry  everything  their  own  way. 
But  when  that  attack  came  from  the  left  it  was  too  much 
for  them.  It’s  all  right,  though.  We  have  lost  a  little  sleep 
by  it,  but  that  won’t  make  much  difference.” 

Charlie  nodded,  and  then  stood  watching  them  as  they 
sought  the  tents. 

It  was  as  Wild  said. 

Nothing  further  occurred  to  disturb  them  during  the  night, 
and  shortly  after  daylight  they  were  up  and  stirring  as  usual. 

Hop  kindled  a  fire,  and  it  was  not  long  before  prepara¬ 
tions  for  breakfast  were  well  under  way. 

Charlie  insisted  upon  having  some  of  the  venison  stew 
that  was  left  over  warmed  up  in  addition  to  his  ham  and 
eggs.  y 

He  was  a  big  eater/  anyway,  and  being  so  long  accus¬ 
tomed  to  eating  game,  it  surely  tasted  good'  to  him  w7hen 
he  could  get  a  piece  of  venison  between  his  teeth. 

In  the  daylight  the  perforated  canvas  of  the  tents  showed 
up  quite  plain,  and  our  friends  could  but  thank  their  stars 
that  they  had  gotten  off  so  easy. 

While  Wild  had  told  the  orderly  that  he  would  call  upon 
the  Crown  Prince  in  the  morning,  he  did  not  feel  just  like 
doing  it.. 

it  might  be  that  Frederick  William  would  be  very  busy 
laying  his  plans,  for  certainly  the  unexpected  midnight  attack! 
must  have  given  him  plenty  to  think  about  and  force  him  to 
send  orders  to  his  generals  all  along  the  line. 

About  eight  o’clock  soldiers  were  seen  making  preparations 
to  move. 

‘‘What’s  up  now,  T  wonder?”  Jim  asked,  looking  somewhat 
puzzled. 

“They’re  going  to  change  their  position,  I  reckon,”  Wild 
answered. 

“Then  you  think  they  mean  to  withdraw?” 

“I  can't  say  as  to  that.  I  reckon  I’ll  go  and  find  out.” 

Having  made  up  his  mind  to  go  and.  see  the  Crown  Prince, 
anyhow,  Young  Wild  West  started  from  the  camp,  minting 
straight  for  the  headquarters  that  was  but  a  short  distance 
away. 

“Just  as  he  got  to  the  front  of  the  little  building  who  should 
come  out  but  Frederick  William  himself. 

"Ah!”  he  exclaimed,  his  face  lighting  up.  “Good  morn¬ 
ing,  Young  Wild  West.” 

“Good  morning,”  Wild  answered,  giving  him  the  military 
salute  his  rank  entitled  him  to.  “I  thought  I’d  come  around 
and  see  how  you  were  making  out.” 

“And  I  'was  just  going  to  make  you  a  call  to  learn  how 
you  all  were.  You  were  certainly  in  a  danger  spot  last 
night.” 

“Somewhat,”  Wild  answered,  smilingly.  "But  we  are  used 
to  that  sort  of  thing,  you  know.” 

“You  were  rig, hi.  between  the  firing  linos.” 

"I  know  it.  But  we  simply  got  into  the  woods  and  lay 
flat  upon  the  ground  and  didn’t  get.  hit.” 

"How  fortunate.  The  attack  was  unexpected,  and  for  a 
time  it  seemed  that  we  were  going  to  get  the  worst  of  it. 
But  finally  I  got  my  division  in  action  in  time,  and  the  foe 
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was  forced  to  beat  a  retreat.  There  were  only  about  four 
thousand  of  them,  as  rat-  as  I  can  learn.” 

"That’s  quite  a  number,  too,  when  you  come  to  think  of 
It,”  Wild  answered.  “But,”  he  added,  “I  suppose  it  don’t 
amount  to  much,  considering  that  there  are  millions  now 
engaged  in  the  fighting.” 

“Four  thousand  is  a  mere  handful,”  the  Crown  Prince 
answered,  shaking  his  head.  “They  simply  wanted  to  pierce 
our  line  in  the  hope  of  driving  my  troops  into  disorder.  But 
they  failed,  so  really  there  was  no  advantage  gained.  The 
Russian  losses  are  two  to  our  one.” 

“What  are  you  going  to  do  now,  if  I  may  ask  the  ques¬ 
tion?”  Wild  asked,  as  he  turned  and  looked  at  the  hundreds 
of  troops  that  were  being  formed  into  line  preparatory  to 
starting  on  the  march. 

“We  are  going  to  advance  along  the  bank  of  the  river 
preparatory  to  making  an  attack  upon  two  forts,”  the  Crown 
Prince  answered,  in  a  low  tone  of  voice,  speaking  slowly  and 
keeping  his  eyes  upon  the  face  of  our  hero  as  he  did  it 

“Going  to  attack  the  forts?”  Wild  asked,  dropping  his  voice, 
for  he  could  tell  right  away  that  it  was  not  intended  that 
anyone  should  hear  what  was  to  take  place. 

“Yes.  You  will  say  nothing  about  it,  please.  I  mean  by 
that,  that  it  is  not  necessary  for  our  soldiers  to  know  just 
what  they  are  going  to  do.  They  are  simply  ordered  to 
march,  and  of  course  they  are  so  well  trained  that  they  will 
obey  any  order  given  them.  At  the  same  time  it  is  not  well 
for  an  ordinary  soldier  in  the  field  to  know  what  he  is  going 
to  face.  He  will  find  it  out  soon  enough,”  and  a  faint  smile 
showed  upon  the  prince’s  face. 

“All  right,  Frederick,”  Wild  answered,  in  his  cool  and  easy 
way.  “You  can  depend  upon  it  that  I  shall  say  nothing 
about  your  intentions.” 

“Oh,  you  can  tell  your  companions,  of  course.  But  you 
might  tell  them  not  to  let  it  go  any  further.” 

“All  right.  Let  it  go  that  way.  But  say,  I  wonder  if 
we  couldn’t  move  along  with  you  and  get  into  some  position 
so  we  might  watch  the  bombarding  of  the  forts.” 

“Young  Wild  West,”  the  Crown  Prince  answered,  gravels', 
“if  you  take  my  advice  you  will  not  try  such  a  thing.  But,”’ 
he  added,  looking  sharply  at  the  boy,  “it  seems  that  you  are 
not  the  one  to'  taiee  this  sort  of'  advice.  You  are  anxious 
to  see  our  heavy  guns  open  fire  upon  the  Russian  forces. 
Never  saw  such  a  spectacle,  did  you?” 

“I  never  saw'  big  German  guns  turned  loose  upon  Russian 
forts,  but  we  saw  something  similar  over  in  France.” 

“Oh  yes;  you  mean  Nancy  and  Verdun.’ 

“That’s  right.” 

At  that  moment  an  orderly  came  hurrying  to  the  spot,  and 
knowing  that  Frederick  "William  had  all  he  could  attend  to 
just  then,  Wild  excused  himself  and  withdrew. 

“How  about  it,  Wild?”  Jim  asked  him  as  he  hurried  to  meet 
the  young  deadshot. 

*  We  are  going  to  have  the  chance  to  see  some  of  the  big 
Krupp  guns  working  on  the  Russian  forts  before  very  lone-  ’ 

“Is  that  so?”  and  Jim’s  eyes  sparkled. 

“You  bet  your  life  it’s  so.  I  got  it  from  the  Crown 
Prince  himself.” 

Before  he  could  say  anything  further  Charlie  and  the  girls 
met  them. 

They  were  all  eager  to  know'  how  Frederick  William  was 
and  where  the  troops  were  to  be  marched  to. 

WHfen  Wild  told  them  all  about  it  the  girls  did  not  seem 
to  be  inclined  to  go  close  enough  to  witness  the  artillerv 
duel.  J 

But  Wild  smilingly  told  them  that  there  would  be  no 
danger,  sirne  they  were  pretty  certain  to  find  a  p’ace  from 
which  they  could  look  upon  the  scene  with  the  field-clause^ 
they  had  and  take  it  all  in.  *  5 e 

“Get  yourself  busy,  Hop,"  the  young  deadshot  said  to  the 
Chinaman.  “We  are  going  to  move.” 

“Alice  light,  Misler  Wild,”  and  the  Chinaman  lost  no  time 
in  turning  bis  attention  to  the  two  tents,  which  he  at  once 
began  to  take  down. 

Charlie  and  Jim  went  to  his  assistance,  while  Wild  as¬ 
sisted  the  virls  to  make  the  horses  ready  for  traveling 

By  1  ho  time  they  were  ready  to  leave'  the  spot  three  or 
four  thousand  German  troops  had  moved  past  them,  follow'- 
ing  the  road  which  ran  along  close  to  the  bank  of  the  river 

But  the  line  was  a  long  one. 

They  kept  coming  right  along,  and  finally  when  our  friends 
got  on  the  move  there  were  thousands  yet  behind. 

“Tbl3  is  what  you  might  call  marching  through  Poland  " 
Wild  said  to  Arietta,  as  they  were  riding  along  slightly  in ' 


advance  of  the  rest.  “As  near  as  I  can  Judge,  this  army  is 
heading  direct  for  Warsaw.  That  Eeems  to  be  the  objective 
point,  you  knew.” 

“Yes,  Wild,  I  know,”  the  girl  answered,  somewhat  gravely. 
‘But  has  it  occurred  to  you  that  the  Russians  have  as  many 
if  not  more  soldiers  ready  to  stop  the  advance  of  the  Ger¬ 
mans?” 

“Oh,  yes,  it  has  occurred  to  me  all  right,  Et.  Such  a  thing 
wrould  only  be  supposed.  But  I  happen  to  know'  that  General 
*\°n  Hmdenberg  has  been  ordered  to  take  charge  of  this  divi¬ 
sion  of  the  Kaiser’s  army,  and  that  his  instructions  are  to 
capture  Warsaw.  Whether  he  will  do  it  or  not,  I  cannot  say. 
That  will  depend  upon  the  efficiency  of  the  Czar’s  generals, 
I  suppose.” 

They  rode  on,  talking  in  this  strain,  but  neither  expressed 
themselves  as  to  which  side  they  would  like  to  see  win.” 

As  the  Germans  were  the  invaders,  if  put  to  the  test  they 
might  have  felt  like  siding  with  the  Russians. 

But  the  German  version  of  it  was  that  they  were  forced 
to  invade  the  other  countries  in  order  to  cripple  the  allied 
forces  so  much  that  they  would  not  have  the  chance  to  sweep 
dowm  upon  Germany  and  wipe  it  out  of  .existence. 

Not  being  acquainted  with  the  real  facts  leading  up  to 
the  great  war,  neither  Wild  nor  Arietta  were  capable  of 
passing  anything  like  an  opinion. 

For  some  reason  the  battle  had  not  been  resumed  at  day¬ 
light  in  the  morning. 

While  Wild  could  see  Russian  troops  in  the  distance  by 
means  of  his  field  glass,  they  seemed  to  have  withdrawn  from 
the  river. 

But  this  did  not  mean  that  they  were  on  the  run,  as  he 
soon  determined,  for  there  was  anything  but  fear  shown 
by  the  infantry  and  cavalry. 

They  seemed  simply  to  be  at  a  rest,  for  what  purpose  he 
could  not  imagine. 


Meanwhile  the  advance  of  the  German  army  continued,  our 
friends  keeping  along  with  it,  though  they  had  gained  quite 
a  little  upon  those  who  had  gone  ahead  of  them. 

Just  before  noon  they  came  to  what  had  no  doubt  once 
been  a  thriving  little  village,  which  was  located  upon  very 
high  ground,  the  river  flowing  along  beneath. 

The  German  flag  w'as  flying  over  the  village,  but  most  of 
the  inhabitants  bad  fled  from  it. 

However,  there  were  those  who  were  non-combatants  re¬ 
maining. 

It  must  have  been  that  the  village  had  been  taken  with¬ 
out  a  struggle,  for  little  signs  of  destruction  were  seen. 

The  German  troops  halted  as  the  head  of  the  big  column 
reached  a  bridge  just  below  the  main  part  of  the  village 

Our  friends,  however,  went  right  up  the  hill  and  dis¬ 
mounted  near  what  must  have  been  the  village  hall. 

German  soldiers  were  patrolling  the  streets,  and  naturally 
one  of  them  came  to  our  friends  and  demanded  to  know  who 
they  were  and  where  they  were  going. 

Wild  simply  showed  him  his  royal  passport,  as  it  might 
be  called,  and  that  settled  it. 


me  soldier  no  doubt  hastened  to  tell  all  the  others  who 
were  detailed  there  about  it,  so  the  Americans  were  looked 
upon  with  considerable  fespect. 

“Ann<”  Wild  said,  nodding  to  the  scout’s  wife,  after  they 
had  found  a  place  where  they  might  kindle  a  fire  and  cook 
their  dinner  in  case  they  could  not  obtain  what  thev  wanted 
in  a  restaurant,  “just  find  out  if  anj'  stores  are  needed  There 
is  a  store  over  there  which  seems  to  be  doing  business  ” 

“1  will,  Wild,  right  away,”  was  the  reply. 


Lnarne  and  Hop  assisted  her  to  look  for  the  provirions 
they  had,  and  the  verdict  was  that  they  needed  coffee  flour 
and  sugar,  and  some  bacon  and  eggs,  If  such  could  be  obtained' 
Lome  on.  Hop.  We’ll  go  and  see  about  it  ”  Wild  said 
calling  to  the  clever  Chinee.  “I  reckon  the  rest  can  Iook 
atter  things  while  we’re  away.”  100 

“ABee  light  Misler  Wild.”  the  Chinaman  answered  for 
be  was  delighted  to  accompouv  him  ° 

The  two  started  on  foot  town  the  village  street  and  soon 
came  to  the  store  Wild  find  mentioned  a  800 

There  were  quite  a  few  women  and  children,  as  well  as 
a  few  old  men  gathered  near  it.  while  soldiers  kcpt^a-aMr- 
up  and  down  oefore  it.  41  »iaaa,u* 

As  Wild  entered  the  store  be  saw  a  soldier  who  bore  O  ' 
shoulder-straps  of  a  first  lieutenant,  talking  carnes-h  w'th 
a  very  fat  man  who  was  undoubtedly  a  Ge  mm  V  * 

The  latter  was  behind  a  counter  *»nd  it  u  ..  . 

that  he  must  be  the  proprietor  of  th>  store  '  ***  *°  *'**** 

The  two  were  talking  excitedly,  and  Called  to  notice  Wild 
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a-  Hop  as  they  e&me  in  and  stood  near  them  until  the 
>xk;us:  Deadshot  spoke. 

Excuse  me."  he  said.  “We  would  like  to  buy  something.” 

i  he  man  behind  the  counter  turned  quickly,  and  when  he 
saw  the  young  Deadshot  in  his  picturesque  costume  he 
evinced  no  little  surprise. 

Slowly  the  lieutenant  turned  and  looked  at  him,  too. 

Then  his  face  lighted  up,  and  putting  out  his  hand,  he 

exclaimed: 

"It  is  a  great  pleasure  to  meet  you,  Herr  West.  I  wit¬ 
nessed  several  performances  of  your  great  and  wonderful 
show  in  Berlin.  I  am  Lieutenant  Schlager.” 

"Pleased  to  meet  you,  lieutenant,  though  I  can’t  say  that 
I  ever  saw  you  before.  But  it’s  all  right.  If  you  were  at. 
our  show  in  Berlin,  you  certainly  saw  me.” 

"Surely  I  did,”  was  the  reply,  in  excellent  English,  as  he 
had  spoken  in  ‘that  language  at  first.  “Much  I  have  read  of 
you.  Young  Wild  West,  and  if  half  of  it  is  true  you  surely 
ought  to  be  ab:e  to  help  me,  for  I  am  in  distress.” 

“Distress?”  and  the  boy  looked  at  him  in  surprise. 

“Yes,”  and^  the  lieutenant  motioned  him  to  step  aside,  as 
if  he  did  net  want  Hop  to  hear  what  he  was  talking  about. 

“The  storekeeper  is  Herr  Metz,”  he  said,  in  a  low  tone 
of  voice,  as  he  motioned  toward  the  man  behind  the  counter. 
“His  daughter,  Katrina,  is  a  very  beautiful  girl,  I  think.  The 
fact  is,  I — er ” 

“Are  in  love  with  her,”  Wild  interrupted,  helping  him  out. 

“Yes.  I  must  admit  it.  No  wonder  I*  am  in  distress,  Young 
Wild  West,  for  Katrina  was  last  night  abducted  by  a  Rus¬ 
sian  captain  whose  name  is  Pandroski,  and  is  now  in  his 
power  in  the  fortified  town  nine  miles  up  the  river.” 

“That  sounds  a  little  bad,  lieutenant,”  the  young  deadshot 
answered,  after  thinking  a  moment.  “You  want  me  to  help 
rescue  your  sweetheart,  is  that  it?” 

“Yes,  yes,”  came  the  eager  reply. 

“All  right.  You  can  bet  your  life  I'll  go  the  limit  on  it, 
and  if  I  don’t  come  pretty  near  doing  it,  my  name  is  not 
Young  Wild  "West.  But  say,  lieutenant,  you  say  the  abducted 
girl  is  your  sweetheart.  The  fact  of  her  living  hei’e  makes  it 
seem  as  if  you  have  known  her  but  a*  short  time.  You  cer¬ 
tainly  haven’t  been  stationed  here  very  long.” 

“Oh,  we  were  acquainted  before  Metz  came  here  and  opened 
up  this  business.  Naturally  I  was  delighted  when  I  found 
I  was  cctaing  here.” 

“1  see,  lieutenant.  It  strikes  me  that  this  Russian  captain 
you  spoke  of  must  be  in  love  with  the  girl,  too.” 

“That  is  it  exactly.  But  she  certainly  cares  nothing  for 
him.”  * 

“All  right.  I  suppose  I  can  see  you  any  time  .to-day.” 

“I  will  be  here  all  day,  unless  orders  come  that  I  am  not 
expecting.”  , 

“Very  well.  "We  will  make  a  few  purchases,  and  if  you 
don't  inind  you  might  take  a  walk  down  to  our  camp.  We 
are  resting  just  the  other  side  ol  the  village  hall.” 

“Thank  you,  thank  you,”  and  tears  came  in  the  eyes  of 
the  delighted  lieutenant. 

The  proprietor  of  the  store  of  course  heard  them  talking, 
but  not  being  able  to  speak  English,  he  could  not  understand 
why  the  lieutenant  should  show  such  signs  of  delight. 

When  he  was  informed  in  German  that  Young  Wild  West, 
the  great  American,  was  going  to  assist  in  rescuing  his 
daughter,  it  was  the  old  storekeeper’s  turn  to  show  delight. 

Wild  made  the  necessary  purchases,  and  then  after  being 
assured  by  the  lieutenant  that  he  would  visit  their  camp 
an  hour  later,  he  went  out  with  the  clever  Chinee. 

“Well,  Hop,”  he  said,  as  they  were  on  their  way  back,  “I 
reckon  we’ll  have  a  chance  to  do  somebody  a  good  turn. 
I’m  mighty  glad  we  came  over  into  Poland.” 

“Me.  too,  Misler  Wild.  Evelythling  allee  light,”  was  the 
reply. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

nop  STILL  AT  HIS  TRICKS. 

\Vh<-ri  Wild  and  Hop  turned  to  the  camp  they  found  Anna 
U  r  r  r  wltli  the  assistance  of  the  scout.  • 

H'-  quickly  Informed  then  of  thp  bit  of  romance  he  had 
j^,y>i^d  In  upon,  and  instantly  the  girls  were  ablaze  with  euri- 
of  course,  (  ha  rile  and  .Jim  declared  that  any 
tb  .ig  L.ey  eon  Id  do  might  be  expected. 

tie-  young  deadshot  said.  In  answer 
Lj  I..  *  re. i. ark;  -Just  wait  till  I  tell  you  all  about  it.” 


Then  he  quickly  related  all  that  the  lieutenant  had  told 
him,  adding: 

“A  queer  sort  of  business,  I  suppose.  It  seems  rather 
funny  that  we  should  every  now  and  then  strike  upon  some¬ 
thing  of  this  sort.  Here  is  a  case  of  a  Russian  captain  and  a 
German  lieutenant  being  in  love  with  the  same  girl.  The  girl 
favors  the  German,  which  is  nothing  strange,  since  she  is  a 
Gt  an  herself,  though  living  in  Poland.  Now  then,  along 
comes  the  Russian  captain,  and  in  the  dead  hour  of  the  night 
he  abducts  the  fair  maiden  and  spirits  her  away  to  a  fortified 
town,  where,  no  doubt,  he  feels  that  she  will  be  secure  from 
any  attempt  at  a  rescue,  and  will  in  due  time  consent  to 
marry  him.  Sounds  something  like  a  novel,  or  a  play,  don’t 
it?” 

“If  it  were  not  for  such  things  happening  in  real  life  so 
often,  novels  and  plays  would  not  be  written,  Wild,”  Arietta 
spoke  up. 

“Oh,  is  that  so?  All  right,  little  girl.  Will  let  it  go  at  that, 
then.  But  you  can  make  up  your  mind  that  1  am  going  to 
do  my  level  best  to  get  this  German  girl  away  from  that 
Russian  captain.  It’s  got  to  be  done  by  strategy,  that  is 
sure,  but  we’ll  see  if  au  American  boy  can  outwit  a  Russian 
captain.” 

“Huh!”  Cheyenne  Charlie  exclaimed,  shrugging  his  shoul¬ 
ders.  “If  you  can’t  do  it,  there  ain’t  no  one  livin’  as  kin. 
Russian  captain,  eh?  I’ll  bet  two  cents  that  he's  a  big,  ugly- 
Iookin’  coyote  with  whiskers.” 

“I  don’t  know  about  that,  Charlie.  But  Lieutenant  Schlager 
certainly  has  no  whiskers.  He  is  a  very  good-looking  man, 
too.  You  will  have  a  chance  to  meet  him  shortly,  for  he  is 
coming  down  to  the  camp  to  talk  matters  over.” 

“Come  on,  we  had  better  hurry  along  with  the  dinner,  then, 
gal,”  and  the  scout  nodded  to  his  wife. 

“We  can’t  make  it  cook  any  faster  than  it  will,”  was  the 
reply.  “But  what’s  the  difference  if  this  lieutenant  comes 
before  we  are  through  eating  or  not?  If  he  does  we  can  in¬ 
vite  him  to  sit  down.” 

“We’ll  be  through  with  our  noonday  meal  before  he  ar¬ 
rives.”  Wild  said,  smilingly.  “Take  your  time  about  it, 
Anna.” 

After  a  while  the  meal  was  ready,  and  then  all  sat  down 
and  proceeded  to  enjoy  it. 

While  they  no  doubt  could-  easily  have  found  accommoda¬ 
tions  in  a  house  that  had  been  vacated  by  those  who  had 
occupied  it,  they  were  just  as  well  satisfied  to  camp  upon  the 
ground. 

There  were  trees  on  one  side  of  them,  and  a  drinking  foun¬ 
tain  that  was  there  for  both  man  and  beast  was  but  a  few 
yards  from  them. 

The  horses  were  permitted  to  graze  upon  the  luxuriant 
grass  that  was  in  a  little  triangle  at  the  east  end  of  the 
village  hall,  though  no  one  had  asked  permission  for  this. 

However,  the  Polish  town  was  in  the  hands  of  the  Ger¬ 
mans,  and  since  our  friends  had  the  necessary  permit  to  go 
and  come  when  they  pleased  among  the  Kaiser’s  troops,  they 
did  not  really  deem  it  necessary  to  ask  for  such  a  small 
favor  as  that. 

*  Shortly  after  the  dinner  was  over  with,  and  just  as  Anna 
and  Hop  were  clearing  away  the  remains,  Lieutenant  Schlager 
and  Herr  Metz,  the  storekeeper,  were  seen  approaching  by 
the  young  deadshot. 

“Here  they  come,”  he  said,  nodding  his  head  approvingly. 
“The  old  fellow  is  the  kidnapped  girl’s  father.  He  keeps  the 
store  where  I  bought  the  supplies.” 

They  all  had  a  good  chance  to  look  the  two  over  as  they 
were  approaching,  for  they  were  still  a  hundred  yards  away 
when  Wild  spoke. 

“That  lieutenant  looks  all  right  to  me,”  was  Cheyenne 
Charlie’s  verdict.  “Now  then,  we’ll  jest  listen  to  what  he 
lias  to  say.  Most  likely  he  kin  tell  a  lot  more  than  he  told 
Wild,  if  lie’s  got  the  chance  to  do  it.” 

The  two  men  quickly  reached  the  camp,  and  as  Wild  was 
introducing  them  to  his  partners  and  the  girls,  Hop  Wah 
slipped  away  and  dodged  behind  some  trees  until  he  got  to  a 
safe  distance. 

Then  he  darted  a  round  to  the  rear  of  the  village  building, 
and  once  out  of  sight  settled  down  to  an  easy  walk. 

“Me  go  lmvoe  lillee  fun,  so  be,”  he  muttered,  as  he  looked 
back  and  grinned.  “Misler  Wild  talkee  velly  muehee  now 
allee  'boutee  uni  German  girl  whatteo  he  wnnteo  lindee  for 
um  soldier.  Me  havee  lillee  dlink,  and  maybe  me  play  some 
dlaw  pokee.  Me  velly  smarten  Chinee.” 

Hop  had  nothing  upon  his  person  that  would  be  the  means 
of  permitting  him  to  go  about  the  captured  village. 
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I’nt  hr  had  been  soon  with  Young  Wild  West,  and  this  was 
quite  sufficient. 

\\  hilo  the  soldiers  on  patrol  stopped  and  smiled  at  him, 
none  of  them  spoke  to  him,  unless  he  happened  to  salute  them 
first. 

There  seemed  to  be  nothing  on  in  that  particular  part  of 
the  village,  for  t lie  houses  wore  pretty  well  scattered,  aud 
of  the  old-fashioned  type. 

Hop  went  around,  and  soon  got  upon  the  principal  street, 
and  w  hen  he  found  himself  almost  directly  opposite  t lie  store 
that  was  kept  by  Herr  Metz,  he  decided  to  go  in. 

Half  a  dozen  women  and  children  were  standing  outside 
looking  at  the  provisions  that  were  shown  in  a  big  window 
and  acting  very  much  as  if  they  did  not  have  the  money  to 
buy  anything  with. 

“ Velly  nicee  day,”  Hop  said,  nodding  to  them. 

Hut  they  did  not  understand  him,  and  merely  showed  sur¬ 
prise  and  curiosity. 

As  Hop  entered  the  store  he  found  a  motherly  looking  Ger¬ 
man  woman  waiting  upon  a  customer. 

This  was  the  wife  of  Herr  Metz  and  the  mother  of  the 
girl  who  had  been  abducted  by  the  Russian  captain. 

Tlie  Chinaman  guessed  this  much. 

Hut  he  decided  to  ask  her  about  it.  so  he  would  be  sure. 

“Velly  nicee  day,”  he  said,  bowing  politely. 

tho  woman  answered,  smiling,  for  it  seemed  that  she 
had  learned  to  talk  a  little  English,  and  must  have  understood 
what  the  Chinaman  said. 

“Me  velly  smartee  Chinee,  so  be,”  Hop  went  on.  while  the 
customer,  who  was  an  old  woman,  stared  at  him  half  in  fear. 

“Vat  you  say?”  the  woman  asked,  not  catching  the  meaning 
of  his  words. 

“Me  velly  smartee  Chinee,  so  be.  Allee  samee  likee 
Melican." 

Rut  that  was  all  Greek  to  her. 

"F *l:iln  English  was  bad  enough,  no  doubt,  but  when  it  came 
to  pidgip-Englisn  she  was  entirely  out  of  it. 

“Me  Young  Wild  West’s  (’levee  Chinee.”  Hop  went  on.  do¬ 
ing  Ins  best  to  make  himself  understood. 

ild  Vest.  the  woman  said,  nodding  approvingly 
“American.” 

Hat  light.  \ oung  Wild  West  shootee  yelly  muchee  stlaight, 
so  be.  Me  allee  samee  likee  Young  Wild  West.  Me  shootee 
sometbling  pletty  quiokee.” 

I  h<  n  he  suddenly  pulled  from  its  place  of  concealment  the 
b  g.  oid-fashioned  six-shooter  he  always  carried  with  him,  and 
loo,>  ed  about  as  it  he  was  trying  to  find  something  to  shoot  at. 

.\  i  tliis  the  old  lady  gaye  a  scream  and.  dropping  her  bas¬ 
ket.  Him!  t mm  the  store,  while  the  wife  of  the  storekeeper 
threw  up  her  hands  and  began  screaming  for  .all  she  was 
worth. 

A  sejdioi  happened  to  he  walking  past  at  that  moment, 
and  lie  came  in  with  a  rush. 

Whattee  mattee?”  Hop  asked,  turning  suddenly  and  point¬ 
ing  his  revolver  straight  at  him. 

The  soldier  came  to  an  abrupt  halt,  his  face  pal'lim 

I’-u:  the  clever  Chinee  knew  he  dared  not  go  too  far.  so 
smilingly  put  away  the  weapon,  and  then,  extending  his  hand 
advanced  to  the  astonished  soldier. 

•  bat  allee  light,”  he  said,  as  he  reached  down  and  gripped 
his  band.  “Me  \  oung  Wild  West’s  Clevee  Chinee.  Me  sliowee 
urn  woman  ray  levolrer.  and  she  gittee  velly  muchee  ’fluid  “ 

I  he  soldier  did  not  know-just  what  to  do  about  it  but  lie 
soon  turned  to  the  woman  and  began  questioning  her 

What  she  said  Hop  did  not  know,  but  it  seemed  that  she 
was  satisfied  to  let  him  go  if  he  would  leave  the  store  im 
mediately. 


besi  thing  lie  could  do  would  be  to 


You  velly  nicee 
smartee  Chinee. 


He  decided  that  tlu 
vacate  the  premises. 

“Gat  allee  1  iirlit, ”  he  said  to  the  soldier 
German  man  so  be.  Me  allee  samee  velly 
Maybe  von  likee  hnvee  llllee  dlink." 

Then  he  pushed  him  gently  aside,  and  hurried  to  the  door 

I  lie  German  woman  waved  her  hands  excitedly,  showing 
n  w  glad  she  was  that  he  was  leaving. 

Hop  did  not  Stop  i„  front  of  the  sthre.  oven  though  he  was 
not  afraid  of  being  halted  by  . the  man  doing  guard  duty 

He  hurried  on  down  the  street  until  he  came  to  the  nearest 
corner. 

A  good-sized  building  stood  here,  and  It  was  easy  for  tho 
<  binaman  to  understand  that  it  had  lately  been  a  saloon 

Ret.  to  nil  appenrnn  -es.  it  was  closed  now. 

However,  ns  he  paused  and  took  n  look  at  the  rinsed  door 
aa  l  v  iudows.  his  sharp  ears  detected  sounds  from  within. 


He  got  a  little  closer,  and  then  he  realiz  d  that  more  than 
one  person  was  Inside,  and  that  quite  a  bonvci -alien  was  go¬ 
ing  on. 

“Maybe  me  hnvee  lillee  fun  and  gitte.*  dlink.”  he  muttered. 
Under  his  breath.  "Me  findee  out' o  velly  nnjehee  quicker.* 
The  next  thing  lie  did  was  to  try  the  door,  but  it  was 
fastened  on  the  Inside. 

Knowing  that  it  would  do  him  no  good  to  knock,  he  moved 
on  around  the  corner  and  soon  came  to  another  door. 

He  tried  this,  but  this,  too,  was  locked. 

He  paused  and  scratched  his  head,  at  the  same  time  keeping 
his  eyes  open. 

A  few  feet  further  on  a  board  fence  started  directly  from 
the  corner  of  the  building  and  there  was  a  gate  right  there. 

The  moment  he  saw  this  the  clever  Chinee  decided  that  this 
was  the  way  to  get  In,  as  there  certainly  was  something  in 
the  way  of  business  going  on  in  the  bulMipg* 

Just  as  he  started  toward  the  gate  it  opened,  and  a  soldier 
stepped  out. 

“ Tolly  nicee  day,  so  be."  Hop  said,  smiling  blandly,  while 
lie  stepped  quickly  forward  and  seized  the  gate  just  in  time 
to  prevent  it/rom  being  shut. 

The  soldier  showed  no  little  surprise  at  this,  but,  after 
hesitating  for  a  moment,  said  something  in  his  own  language 
and  hurried  from  the  spot. 

Then  Hop  quickly  passed  inside,  closing  the  gate  after  him. 
Within  a  few'  feet  of  him  was  a  little  stoop  with  a  door 
partly  opened. 

Noiselessly  he  got  upon  the  stoop  and  stepped  inside  the 
building,  finding  himself  in  a  narrow  hallway. 

He  walked  along  this  a  few'  feet,  and  tlie'n  found  himself 
at  a  closed  door  behind  which  there  was  talking  going  on. 

That  was  enough  to  satisfy  him  that  he  had  found  the  right 
spot,  so,  without  any  further  hesitation,  he  turned  the  knob 
of  the  door  and  pulled  upon  it. 

Open  it  went,  and  then  into  a  good-sized  room  where  there 
were  tables  and  chairs  aud  not  less  than  hnlf  a  dozen  men. 
most  of  whom  were  soldiers,  he  stepped. 

‘A  elly  nicee  day,”  iie  observed,  at  the  same  time  making 
a  profound  bow. 

Certainly  there  was  no  one  there  who  expected  a  Chinaman 
to  enter  so  unexpectedly. 

Rut  they  had  been  caught  with  tho  goods,  as  the  saying 
goes,  for  mugs  of  beer  and  bottles  of  liquor  were  upon  the 
tables  before  some  of  the  men. 

A  lame  man  using  a  crutch  was  the  only  one  in  tho  room 
without  a  hat.  and  Tfop  took  it  for  granted  that  he  was 
either  the  proprietor  or  the  man  who  was  waiting  upon  the 
customers. 

Rut  lie  was  not  going  to  take  the  chances  of  being  refused, 
so  stepping  to’  the  nearest  table,  he  seized  a  bottle  of  liquor, 
and  then  feeling  in  his  poyket.  produced  some  money  that 
would  more  than  pay  for  it.  and  offered  it  to  tho  astounded 
cripple. 

There  was  much  excited  talk  then,  tho  customers  joining 
in  with  the  man  in  charge. 

Rut  Hop  paid  no  attention  to  this. 

He  simply  laid  the  money  upon  the  table,  and  then  taking 
a  chair,  threw  ihniself  back  in  a  comfortable  position  and 
proceeded  to  take  a  drink  from  the  bottle. 

Having  gone  this  far,  »it  seemed  that  lie  had  made  himself 
solid,  so  to  speak,  for  there  was  no  move  upon  tlie  part  of 
the  cripple  or  any  one  else  to  force  him  out  of  the  room. 

However,  one  of  the  soldiers  quickly  arose  from  where  he 
had  been  sitting  comfortably  and  edged  his  way  to  the  door. 

This  was  tlie  signal  for  tlie  rest,  and  almost  before  the  lame 
man  was  aware  of  it  every  one  had  departed  from  the 
premises  save  the  clever  Chinee. 

He  started  talking  excitedly  to  himself,  and  began  to  gather 
up  the  mugs,  bottles  and  glasses. 

Seeing  this.  Hop  smilingly  offered  li is  assistance,  and  in  a 
very  short  time  the  room  was  cleared  of  everything  that  would 
make  it  look  like  a  place  where  drinks  could  be  purchased. 

Rut  two  of  the  bottles  which  were  nearly  full  somehow  get 
into  the  pockets  of  the  clever  Chinee,  though  tlm  man  was  not 
aware  of  it. 

“bat  allee  light."  Hop  said,  making  motions  to  indicate  that 
the  cripple  need  not  fear.  “Me  velly  smartee  Chinee  Me 
allee  samee  with  Young  Wild  West,  uni  gloat  Mein  an  bov 
whattee  shootee  so  velly  muchee  stlaight  so  be." 

I  luui  he  coolly  lighted  a  cigar  and  sat  down,  showing  that 
he  was  not  going  to  be  in  a  hum  to  leave. 

Rut  the  man  with  the  crutch  did  not  seem  to  1  >,  R  s  a 
whole  lot. 
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.  2  hi<  mm  language  In*  tried  to  persuade  the  unwelcome 

9  visitor  to  go  outside. 

While  he  was  doing  tills  there  came  a  knock  on  tin*  front 
dvs:.  which  opened  into  that  very  room. 

At  this  the  cripple,  with  remarkable  agility,  made  his  way 
*  to  an  ’her  door  which  closed  with  a  bang. 

Hop  heard  a  key  turned  in  the  lock  too.  and  it  had  scarcely 
done  <o  when  there  came  a  crash,  and  the  front  door  was 
s;...'^  e  i  in.  :  1  then  in  rushed  an  officer. ‘followed  by  several 
German  soldiers. 

The  sight  of  the  Chinaman  sitting  there  alone  was  quite 
enough  to  surprise  them. 

“Whattee  ruattee?”  Hop  asked,  qtiite  coolly,  as  he  settled 
back  iuto  his  chair  instead  of  rising  to  his  feet  as  the  average 
person  would  have  been  sure  to  do. 

“What  are  you  doing  here?"  the  officer  demanded,  in  Ger¬ 
man.  v 

Hop  knew  what  he  meant,  for  he  was  gradually  learning  to 
understand  the  language  of  the  German  Empire,  even  if  he 
was  not  able  to  speak  it.  ^ 

r  “Evely tilling  allee  light.”  he  answered.  “You  settee  down. 
We  liavee  lillee  beer.  Me  allee  samee  Young  Wild  West’s 
Clevee  Chinee.” 

The  sum  and  substance  of  it  was  that  beer  and  liquor  was 
%  being  sold  there  against  the  orders  of  the  temporary  officers 
who  were  running  the  village. 

In  some  way  an  officer  had  learned  of  it,  and  he  had  come 
there  for  the  purpose  of  catching  the  guilty  cripple  and  plac¬ 
ing  him  under  arrest. 

But  there  was  no  evidence  of  any  such  thing  going  on,  and 
no  doubt  be  was  greatly  surprised,  especially  when  the  only 
one  in  the  placp  to  be  found  was  a  heathen  Chinee. 

But  the  officer  and  soldiers  knew  very  well  that  Hop  had 
come  to  the  village  something  like  an  hour  before  the  Amer¬ 
icans  of  the  Wild  West  Show. 

As  has  already  been  stated,  this  had  been  spread  about  by 
the  guard  our  friends  met  when  they  first  arrived. 

All  sorts  of  questions  were  asked  him.  but  Hop  answered 
them  evasively,  even  when  he  could  understand  what  was  be¬ 
ing  said  to  him. 

1  He  was  not  told  to  leave  the  place,  but  after  consulting  with 
the  men  who  had  entered  with  him  so  abrutly.  the  officer 
selected  two  of  them  to  remain  there  on  guard,  and  quickly 
retired,  the  rest  going  with  him. 

-  The  door  that  had  been  burst  in  was  left  open,  however. 
#.aud  this  was  somewhat  pleasing  to  the  Chinaman,  for  it  sug¬ 
gested  to  him  that  he  might  be  able  to  play  a  trick  on  the 
two  men  who  seemed  to  have  been  left  to  watch  him,  and 
then  make  a  hasty  exit.  • 

As  he  cared  little  or  nothing  for  the  room  itself  or  the  rude 
furnishings  it  contained,  he  quickly  decided  to  cause  au  ex¬ 
plosion  there. 

In  his  pockets  were-all  sorts  of  explosives  and  chemicals,  so 
he  went  right  at  work  to  make  preparations  for  what  he 
chose  to  call  "a  velly  bigee  bang”! 

One  of  the  soldiers  started  pacing  back  and  forth  in  the 
x  om,  while  the  other  began  looking  about  as  if  in  search  of 
something. 

But  it  happened  that  the  cripple  in  charge  ol  the  place  had 
secreted  all  his  liquors  and  beer  in  the  cellar  beneath. 
j  There  was  a  trap-door  opening  to  this,  but  it  was  so  hidden  : 
that  neither  the  officer  .nor  his  men  had  taken  notice  of  it. 

.lust  where  the  cripple  was  Hop  had  no  idea,  but  he  thought 
he  mfist  be  somewhere  in  the  building.  J 

That  made  no  difference  to  him.  however,  so  he  proceeded 
whh  Ills  work  without  delay. 

Taking  an  oblong  package  from  one  of  his  pockets  without 
\t  rig  ob  erved  li.v  the  two  men.  he  touched  the  end  of  his 
<-igar  to  a  short  fuse. 

The  little*  package,  oblong  in  shape,  was  nothing  more  oi 
>hnn  a  home-made  firecracker,  and  in  a  very  few  seconds 
ft  -.Vi  -  going  to  be  a  pretty  loud  report. 

ft ,f)  qnfekly  arose  and  left  it  upon  the  chair  lie  had  been 

ing  upon.  « 

!  .  !,«.  pointed  suddenly  toward  the  door  that  led  to  the 
1  in  to*-  rear,  and  exclaimed: 

.  ,  ji;  two  soldiers  turned  their  gaze  that  way. 

tvit'i  i  pap.  the  Chinaman  got  past  them,  and  out 
>/i  the  Ktreet  li<*  ran. 

r  j  ;,q  ,,  got  there  when  there  was  a  loud  explosion 

I  ,  t’Uj nd  of  «moke  came  out. 

i  ...  ;,o,(  q,  Hov  t  Chinee  muttered,  in  a  satisfied 

de  ha*. <e  !!!iee  fun.  anyhow.  Now  me  go  back  to  uni 


CHAPTER  V. 

READY  TO  ENTER  THE  POLISH  TOWN. 

As  it  was  rather  quiet  in  the  quaint  little  village,  it  was  not 
at  all  strange  that  the  explosion  of  Hop’s  big  home-made  fire¬ 
cracker  was  heard  by  Young  Wild  West  and  his  friends  at 
the  camp. 

Lieutenant  Schlager  and  his  intended  father-in-law  were 
still  there,  and  when  the  loud  report  sounded  they  were  a 
great  deal  more  surprised  than  our  friends  were,  for  it  had 
already  bepn  discovered  that  Hop  was  missing,  and  it  oc¬ 
curred  to  them  right  away  that  no  doubt  he  was  responsible 
for  it. 

"The  enemy!”  the  lieutenant  exclaimed,  gripping  his  sword 
and  starting  to  leave  the  camp. 

"Hold  on  a  minute,”  Wild  said,  running  to  him.  "1  reckon 
there  are  no  Russians  about.  Don’t  get  excited,  lieutenant. 
That  noise  wasn’t  a  cannon,  that’s  certain.” 

"What  can  it  be,  then?”  came  the  question. 

“We'll  find  that  out  a  little  later.  But  certainly  it  was  no 
shot  tired  from  a  big  gun.  and  it  was  altogether  too  loud  for 
a  rifle-shot.  Something  has  exploded,  that’s  all.  Probably 
a  little  gunpowder  became  ignited,  or  something  of  the  sort.” 

But  Herr  Metz,  the  storekeeper,  was  bound  to  hurry  to  his 
place,  and,  ranch  excited,  he  ran  a  great  deal  faster  than  one 
of  his  age  might  be  supposed  to  do  under  ordinary  circum¬ 
stances. 

He  was  not  more  than  half-way  to  the  store  when  Wild  saw 
Hop  Wah  hurrying  toward  them. 

“Lieutenant,"  he  said,  the  vestige  of  a  smile  on  his  face,  “I 
reckon  we’ll  soon  learn  just  what  caused  the  explosion.” 

“What  do  you  mean?"  came  the  puzzled  reply. 

“That  heathen  coming  here  will  no  doubt  be  able  to  en¬ 
lighten  you.  For  my  part,  I  am  satisfied  that  he  caused  it.” 

The  lieutenant  shook  his  head. 

“I  can’t  quite  understand  you.  Young  Wild  West."  he  de¬ 
clared. 

“That's  all  right.  If  you  don’t  understand  me  now,  you  will 
have  to  wait  a  little  while.  Don’t  be  in  a  hurry  to  leave. 
Wait  until  the  Chinaman  gets  here,” 

Hop  was  not  being  followed,  though  Wild  could  see  several 
of  the'  soldiers  doing  patrol  duty  hurrying  toward  one  partic¬ 
ular  spot. 

But  the  building  in  which  Ihe  explosion  had  occurred  was 
not  in  sight  of  the  camp,  so  they  could  not  tell  just  where  it 
was. 

“Whattee  mattee,  Misler  Wild?’-’  Hop  called  out,  when  he 
was  still  a  couple  of  hundred  feet  from  them. 

“That's  what  I  want  to  ask  you,  heathen.  Hurry  here  now 
and  explain,  so  Lieutenant  Schlager  will  understand  it." 

There  was  a  grin  cn  the  Chinaman’s  face  ns  he  came  up 
and  stopped  before  them. 

“Misler  Lieutenant,”  he  said,  laying  a  hand  upon  the  officer’s 
arm.  “evelythling  allee  light.  Me  shootee  off  um  bigee  flre- 
dacker,  so  be.  Me  velly  smartce  Chinee.  Me  workco  in  um 
fireworks  faotoly  in  China,  and  me  mnkee  velly  goodee  fire- 
claekers.  ” 

“There,  lieutenant:  what  did  I  t <*11  you?”  the  young  dead- 
shot  said,  laughingly.  “Our  heathen  has  been  having  a  little 
fun  with  some  of  your  soldiery  no  doubt.  Tell  us  all  about 
it.  Hop,  and  be  careful  that  you  don’t  do  any  lying.” 

“Lat  allee  light.  Misler  Wild.  Me  no  +ellee  lie.  Me  allee 
samee  Georgce  Washington,  um  gleat  Meliean  hero.” 

Then,  in  his  own  peculiar  way,  lie  related  exactly  what  had 
happened,  with  the  exception  that  he  did  not:  let  them  know 
that  he  had  taken  possession  of  the  two  bottles  of  liquor. 

Cheyenne  Charlie  had  to  translate  what  the  Chinaman  said 
before  the  lieutenant  thoroughly  understood  it. 

Then  he  was’' forced  to  laugh,  even  though  lie  was  feeling 
badly  cut-up  about  tin*  abduction  of  his  sweetheart. 

“(if  course,"  he  said,  “after  they  had  talked  it  over  a  few 
minutes.  “I  know  that  there  are  some  places  In  the  village 
where  the  soldiers  can  get  beer  and  liquor.  There  is  one 
place  they  can  obtain  it  three  times  a  day  with  the  knowledge 
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YOUNG  WILD  WEST  AT  THE  FORTS. 


lame  man  has  been  punished  enough  by  having  his  place 
partly  destroyed.” 

“Oh.  It  ain’t  likely  that  firecracker  done  much  damage,”  the 
scout  declared.  “I’m  goin’  to  take  a  walk  down  there  an’ 
find  out.” 

“No  bleak  any  tiding.  Misler  Charlie.  Makee  plenty  smokee 
and  velly  mueliee  bang!  Lat  allee,”  Hop  said,  'laughingly. 

“Come  on,  heathen,  and  we’ll  go  an’  investigate,  as  they 
call  it.” 

“Allee  light,”  and  the  two  quickly  took  their  departure. 

The  lieutenant,  now  quite  at  his  ease,  once  more  quickly 
changed  the  topic  to  what  they  had  been  talking  about  when 
the  explosion  sounded. 

lie  had  explained  quite  considerable  about  the  forts  in  the 
big  town  further  along  the  river,  and  the  fact  that  the 
Russians  were  strongly  intrenched  there  and  had  heavy  guns 
to  resist  an  attack  made  it  seem  impossible  for  anything  but 
a  very  large  army  to  take  possession  of  the  place,  and  even 
that  would  take  several  days. 

Wild  had  already  told  him  that  about  the  only  way  to  rescue 
the  girl  would  be  to  do  it  by  strategy. 

“I  shall  make  it  my  business  to  pay  a  visit  to  the  forts  this 
very  night,”  he  said,  after  thinking  for  a  moment.  “I  don’t 
know  just  how  1  will  go  about  it,  but  probably  I  will  disguise 
myself  as  a  Russian.” 

“It  will  be  dangerous  work.”  Lieutenant  Schlager  declared. 
“I  fear  for  your  safety.  Probably  my  sweetheart  may  be 
treated  fairly  well  for  a  while,  anyhow,  and  eventually  she 
may  be  rescued. 

“You  know  pretty  well  what  would  happen  to  her  if  an 
attack  was  made  on  the  town,”  the  young  deadshot  answered, 
in  his  cool  and  easy  way.  “If  the  Russian  captain  really 
wants  to  make  her  his  wife,  he  would  spirit  her  away  to 
some  good  hiding-place,  and  then  the  chances  are  you  would 
never  find  her.  No.  That  fellow  has  got  to  be  outwitted, 
and  I  reckon  I  am  the  one  to  do  it.  Just  wait  till  it  gets 
dark,  lieutenant,  and  then  I’ll  tell  you  what  I  want  you  to 
do  to  help  me  in  my  plans.” 

.  “I’ll  do  anything  you  tell  me,  for  I  will  surely  obtain  leave 
when  you  are  ready  to  go.” 

“  Very  well.  We’ll  let  it  go  at  that,  then.  Come  and  see 
me  just  before  it  gets  dark,  and  be  ready  to  go  with  me.” 

Taking  it  for  granted  that  the  interview  was  at  an  end, 
Lieutenant  Schlager  politely  bade  our  friends  adieu  for  the 
time  and  went  away. 

“How  are  you  going  to  manage  to  do  this,  Wild?”  Arietta 
asked,  when  he  had  departed.  “While  I  admire  you  for  your 
determination  to  save  the  pretty  German  girl,  I  can’t  under¬ 
stand  how  you  will  manage  to  get  into  a  town  that  is  being 
held  by  the  Russians,  where  they  are  as  thick  as  fleas,  I 
might  say,  for  if  there  are  forts  there,  and  it  is  a  sort  of 
stronghold,  there  isn’t  the  least  doubt  but  that  the  soldiers 
run  in  high  numbers.” 

“What’ difference  does  it  make,  Et?”  the  boy  retorted,  smil¬ 
ingly.  “If  there  were  a  hundred  there,  there  would  certainly 
be  some  of  them  on  guard,  so  it  will  make  no  real  difference 
if  there  are  a  million.” 

“Oh.  I  hardly  think  there  are  a  million  Russian  soldiers  in 
that  town,  or  very  close  to  it.  for  that  matter.  But  how  can 
you  expect  to  get  through  the  lines?  I  know  pretty  well  that 
if  you  can  manage  to  do  that  you  will  find  the  rest  somewhat 
easy.  When  you  undertake  a  thing  you  have  a  way  of  gen¬ 
erally  carrying  it  out.” 

“You  have  got  that  just  right,  little  girl.  I  don’t  mind  tell¬ 
ing  you  that  I  honestly  believe  I  will  succeed  in  rescuing 
the  girl.  It  is  another  nit  of  romance,  as  you  call  such  things, 
you  know,  and  if  she  can  he  saved  and  returned  to  her 
parents  and  the  lover  who  is  so  much  put  out  about  it,  we 
can  have  the  satisfaction  of  having  done  a  pretty  good  turn.” 

“And  we’ll  all  help  you,  Wild.  You  know  that.” 

“Oh.  of  course.  But  one  will  be  enough  to  steal  into  that 
town  and  mingle  with  the  Russian  soldiers.  Of  course  I  shall 
expect  to  have  Charlie  and  Jim  somewhere  close  by,  for  1 
may  need  their  help.”  , 

A  little  Inter  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Ilnp  Wall  returned,  both 
of  them  laughing  heartily. 

“It’s  funny  to  see  how  them  German  soldiers  is  notin’  about 
that  firecracker  goin’  off,"  the  scout  declared,  as  he  came  up 
and  joined  the  rest.  “You  would  think  it  was  one  of  the  most 
puzzlin’  things  what  ever  happened.  It  didn’t  do  n  bit  of  harm 
to  tin1  blamed  old  shack,  but  yet  I  beard  some  of  ’em  talkin’ 
an’  snyin’  it  was  the  work  of  a  Russian  spy.” 

“Let  them  think  that  way.  if  they  like.  Charlie.  Such  a 
little  thing  n<  that  isn’t  worth  bothering  about.” 

’  No,  of  course  not.  I  sartinly  wouldn’t  have  paid  no  atten¬ 


tion  to  It  if  it  wasn’t  for  the  fun.  It  sartlnly  was  funny. 

you  know.” 

‘‘Hop  is  >n  the  habit  of  doing  funny  things,  you  know, 

Charlie.” 

“Yes,  I  khow  he  is.” 

Hop  started  in  to  relate  the  story  again,  but  Wild  stopped 
him. 

‘‘Never  mind  now  "  he  said.  ‘‘Let  it  go  at  that.  We  know 
all  about  it,  so  we  don’t  want  to  hear  it  again.  We  have 
got  something  on  hand  for  to-night,  and  1  haven’t  made  up 
my  mind  just  how  to  go  at  it.” 

Few  if  any  of  the  soldiers  on  the  march  had  come  into 
the  village. 

They  had  proceeded  on  up  the  road  which  ran  below  the 
steep  hill  close  to  the  edge  of  the  Vistula  River. 

It  occurred  to  Wild  when  he  came  to  think  it  ovei  that 
the  possibilities  were  that  it  was  the  intention  of  the  Ger¬ 
man  forces  to  make  an  attack  upon  the  very  town  where  the 
abducted  girl  had  been  taken  by  fhe  Russian  captain. 

“By  jingo!”  he  said,  suddenly,' as  he  turned  to  his  sweet¬ 
heart,  “do  you  know  what  I  think,  Et?” 

“What,  Wild?”  the  girl  asked,  eagerly. 

“There  will  be  a  fight  going  on  right  where  I  intend  to 
go  to-night,  and  before  sunset,  too.” 

“Nothing  strange  in  that.  The  army  has  been  heading 
that  way  all  day,  when- you  come  to  think  of  it.” 

“Yes,  that’s  it.  But  it  never  occurred  to  me  until  just 
now.  That  may  be  the  means  of  helping  matters  along  a 
whole  lot.” 

The  girl  shook  her  head. 

“It  will  be  a  dangerous  undertaking,  Wild,”,  she  declared. 

But  he  only  laughed  at  this. 

“The  more  dangerous  the  better,”  he  said,  after  a  pause. 
“What  I  want  to  do  is  to  succeed  in  my  undertaking,  i 
think  I’ll  go  and  hunt  up  Lieutenant  Schlager  and  arrange 
it  so  we  can  follow  along  behind  the  troops  right  away.” 

Having  decided  upon  this  action,  the  young  deadshot  was 
not  long  in  leaving  the  camp. 

In  less  than  twenty  minutes  he  found  the  lieutenant,  and 
when  he  informed  him  of  his  intention  to  leave  the  village 
without  delay  he  was  assured  that  he  would  be  accompanied 
by  a  force  of  a  dozen  men,  if  necessary. 

“1  reckon  you  will  be  enough,”  Wild  told  him.  “You  man¬ 
age  to  procure  a  couple  of  good  disguises,  for  I  think  it 
will  be  advisable  to  take  you  with  me  when  we  go  into  < 
that  town  to  search  for  your  sweetheart.  In  the  first  place 
I  wouldn’t  know  her  if  I  saw  her,  and  in  the  second  you 
certainly  must  have  been  there  before,  so  you  will  know 
just  about  where  to  look  for  her.” 

“I  have  been  there  several  times,”  was  the  reply. 

“All  right,  then.  Now  hurry  along  matters  as  fast  as  you 
can.  We’ll  be  all  ready  to  leave  when  you  are  ready.” 

Schlager  .promptly  went  to  the  headquarters  of  the  officer 
in  charge  and  had  no  difficulty  whatever  in  gaining  a  leave 
of  absence  until  the  following  morning. 

Then  while  Wild  returned  to  the  camp  and  saw  to  it  that 
everything  was  made  ready  to  leave,  he  procured  the  neces¬ 
sary  disguise. 

When  he  finally  came  to  them  he  was  accompanied  by  a 
soldier  who  was  carrying  a  good-sized  bundle. 

“Here  is  the  best  I  could  do,”  lie. said,  pointing  to  the 
bundle  as  it  was  laid  down  at  the  feet  of  the  young  dead- 
shot.  “The  disguises  I  have  procured  are  the  garments  of 
a  man  and  woman,  peasant  costumes,  you  might  cal]  them.” 

“The  very  thing!”  Wild  exclaimed.  “We’ll  just  have  a 
look  at  them  before  we  start,  for  I  want  to  be  sure  that  they 
are  all  right.” 


Certainly  Lieutenant  Schlager  had  spared  no  pains  in 
making  his  selection.  ^ 

The  outfits  were  all  right,  and  satisfying  himself  with  that 
much,  the  young  deadshot  gave  the  word  and  all  hands 
mounted  their  horses  and  set  out  in  the  direction  of  th  ’ 
town. 

After  passing  through  the  village  and  going  on  a  mile  or 
so,  they  reached  the  road  that  ran  along  close  to  the  river. 

In  some  places  they  were  right  at  the  very  bank,  while 
occasionally  they  would  have  to  veer  from  it  and  go  along 
for  fully  half  a  mile  without  being  able  to  oven  see  the 
water. 

Rather  late  in  the  afternoon  they  came  to  a  point  whott 
the  Germans  were  arranging  Mu  ir  heavy  artillerj  for  t  ben* 
bardment  upon  the  forts,  which  were  onh  five  mil  ay. 

The  battery  was  behind  a  ridge  of  Band  and  ■  oil  shielded 
from  the  observation  of  the  Riusinus. 
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Alter  taking  up  their  quarters  pretty  well  In  the  rear  of 
tht»  artillery  division.  Wild  got  his  powerful  field  glass,  and 
"  th  Arietta  started  to  climb  to  the  top  the  ridge. 

They  had  not  yet  been  able  to  see  what  the  Polish  town 
lo.  ked  like,  though  they  had  caught  a  glimpse  of  it  from 
:ln>  distance  two  or  three  times  while  on  their  way. 

Put  once  they  got  to  a  high  elevation  and  found  that  the 
kirts  of  it  wore  fairly  three  miles  distant,  and  right  at 
the  water's  edge  at  the  other  side  of  the  river,  they  had  a 
very  good  view,  indeed. 

Apparently  all  was  peace  and  quiet  there,  for  few  if  any 
of  the  soldiers  could  be  seen. 

This  made  it  appear  quite  plain  that  an  attack  from  the 
advancing  Germans  was  expected. 

"I  wonder  when  they  expect  to  start  the  battle,  Wild?” 
Arietta  asked,  alter  she  had  taken  a  second  look. 

"I  d<fn't  know,  little  girl,”  was  the  reply.  “But  I  imagine 
that  they  might  do  it  before  to-morrow  morning.” 

“You  hardly  think  they  will  wait  until  daylight,  then?” 

“Hardly.  But,  of  course,  I  want  to  find  out  if  I  can,  so 
I  v.  on’t  be  handicapped  in  my  attempt  to  rescue  the  abducted 
maiden.” 

When  they  returned  he  tried  his  best  to  learn  the  inten¬ 
tions  of  the  attacking  forces,  but  was  unable  to  do  so,  since 
he  could  net  come  upon  anyone  who  would  give  him  the 
least  bit  of  information,  though  he  w'as  treated  respectfully 
every  time  he  asked  a  question. 

“That’s  all  right,”  he  said,  as  they  were  sitting  in  the 
camp  talking  it  over.  As  soon  as  it  gets  dark  I’ll  go  with 
Lieutenant  Schlager  and  we’ll  cross  that  big  bridge  and  get 
right  into  the  town  so  we  can  begin  searching  for  the  girl. 
If  an  attack  is  made  while  we  are  there,  all  right,  ahd  if 
it  isn’t,  it  s  just  the  same.  We’ll  take  the  chances,  anyhow.” 


CHAPTER  VI. 


OFF  TO  THE  RESCUE. 


Lieutenant  Schlager  was  on  hand  before  it  began  to  grow 
dark. 

His  face  wore  a  worried  expression  as  he  stepped  up  to 
Young  Wild  West. 

“From  the  preparations  that  are  being  made  I  fear  an 
attack  is  to  be  made  upon  the  forts,”  he  said.  “This  will 
make  it  all  the  more  difficult  for  us  to  carry;  out  the  plans 
you  have  set  down.” 

“I  don’t  know  about  that,  lieutenant,”  the  young  Dead- 
shot  answered,  in  his  cool  and  easy  way.  “Sit  down  a  mo¬ 
ment.  We  have  plenty  of  time.  Let’s  talk  this  thing  over.” 

Schlager  sat  down  and  looked  hopeful  as  Wild  continued. 

“Now  then,  you  have  been  into  the  town  across  the  river 
a  few  times,  I  believe,”  he  went  on. 

“Yes.  at  least  three  times.  Last  winter  I  spent  two  weeks 
in  this  village,  and  naturally  I  visited  the  big  town,  as  you 
call  it.” 

“Big  town  is  good  enough  for  me.  I  don’t  take  much 
stock  in  trying  to  pronounce  some  of  the  names  of  the  places 
in  this  part  of  the  country.  I  can’t  twist  my  tongue  around 
enough,  you  know.  But  let  it  go  at  that.  Now  then,  have 
you  any  idea  where  this  Irish  captain  has  imprisoned  your 
sweetheart?” 


"You  mean  as  to  the  exact  house  or  building?” 

“Yes.”  *  . 

“No.  I  haven’t,”  and  the  lieutenant  shodk  his  head  sor¬ 
rowfully. 

“That  will  make  all  the  more  work,  then.  In  the  first 
place  we  have  got  to  find  where  Captain  Pandroski  is,  and 
then  possibly  we  will  have  to  watch  for  a  considerable  length 
of  time  be  .'ore  he  goes  to  the  place  where  the  girl  is.” 

“Y'es.  but  I  supposed  you  intended  to  do  it  that  way.” 

•  -Qf  course,  If  there  is  no  easier  way.  But  I  could  hardly 
suppose  that  you  would  know  exactly  where  she  is  im¬ 
prison'd.  It’s  all  right,  lieutenant.  We’ll  fix  this  thing  up 
; r.  proper  shape,  you  can  bet.” 

“I  only  hope  so."  ' 

'Never  rnind  now.  I  think  I  have  accomplished  more  dif- 
thin ga  than  this.  We  will  now  see  how  we  are  going  to 
in  th"  fo-fime-  you  obtained.  I  reckon  I’ll  eat  supper 
With  mine  on.  It  will  give  me  a  chance  to  get  accustomed 


*  ■;  have  &},»ady  eaten  supper,’'  the  lieutenant  hastened 

to  say. 


“Is  that  so?  A  little  early  to-day,  eh?” 

“Yes.  1  was  anxious  to  be  ready  for  the  start.” 

“Very  well.  Probably  it  won’t  hurt  you  to  take  a  cup  of 
coffee  and  nibble  at  something.  Come  on  in  the  tent  with 
mo  now  and  we’ll  fix  ourselves  up.” 

Three  minutes  later  the  two  were  ftiside  the  tent  that 
was  occupied  by  the  male  members  of  the  party  as  sleeping 
quarters. 

Wild  looked  over  the  garments  that  he  was  supposed  to 
wear,  and  quickly  began  to  put  them  on  over  his  regular 
apparel. 

He  was  to  represent  himself  as  a  peasant  woman,  while 
the  lieutenant  would  take  the  part  of  the  husband. 

Wild’s  rather  light  hair  certainly  would  hardly  pass  off 
as  that  of  a  Russian. 

But  there  was  a.  wig  to  make  up  for  it,  and  once  he  had 
it  on  and  was  gowned  in  the  common  cloth  dress,  Schlager 
looked  at  him  in  admiration  and  surprise. 

“My!  but  don’t  you  look  exactly  like  a  woman!”  he  ex¬ 
claimed. 

“Do  I?  There  is- a  little  mirror.  I  reckon  I’d  better  see  for 
myself.” 

After  looking  at  his  reflection  in  the  glass  the  boy  gave 
a  nod  of  satisfaction. 

“I  reckon  I’ll  pass  all  right,  lieutenant,”  he  said.  "The 
one  bad  point  about  it  is  that  I  won’t  be  able  to  say  any¬ 
thing  if  I  am  spoken  to.” 

“That  is  a  fault  of  mine,  too,  for  it  is  little  or  nothing 
I  understand  of  the  language  that  is  being  spoken  by  the 
Russian  soldiers.  But  probably  we  may  be  able  to  avoid  the 
necessity  of  speaking.” 

“I  reckon  we’ll  have  to.  Now  then,  hurry  up  and  get  on 
those  togs  of  yours.” 

A  few  minutes  later  when  the  two  emerged  from  the 
tent  they  looked  to  be  exactly  what  they  represented,  for 
happily  the  lieutenant  was  somewhat  of  an  actor,  and  cer¬ 
tainly  Young  Wild  West  could  fit  himself  to  anything  he 
chose  to. 

“Please  give  us  something  to  eatosky.,  We  are  very  hun- 
grisky,”  Wild  said,  putting  on  a  pleading  attitude  and  look- 
i  ing  at  Arietta. 

The  girl  broke  into  a  laugh. 

“What  do  you  think  of  that?”  she  asked,  turning  to  Anna 
and  Eloise.  “If  he  hadn’t  spoken  to  spoil  it,  his  disguise 
would  be  perfect.” 

“That’s  all  right,  little  girl,”  the  young  Deadshot  spoke 
up,  before  either  of  the  two  could  make  a  reply.  “I  reckon 
my  speaking  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  disguise.  1  was 
iust  trying  to  give  you  a  little  of  the  Russian  language,  that’s 
all.” 

There  was  much  talk  and  laughter  for  a  few  minutes, 
though  the  disguised  lieutenant  did  not  seem  to  relish  it 
a  lot. 

Probably  he  was  thinking  of  the  serious  undertaking  that 
was  before  him  and  worrying  about  his  imprisoned  sweet¬ 
heart. 

The  supper  was  nearly  ready  by  this  time,  and  after  being 
coaxed  a  little  Schlager  consented  to  sit  down  and  eat. 

“Now  then,  lieutenant,”  Wild  said,  as  they  were  about  to 
begin,  “please  act  just  as  if  you  were  a  real  peasant  of  this 
part  of  the  country.  I  will  try  and  do  the  same.” 

“I  will  do  my  best,  Young  Wild  West.” 

Then  the  meal  proceeded,  and  without  making  a  break 
Wild* acted  his  part,  eating  in  an  awkward  as  well  as  timid 
way  until  he  had  satisfied  his  hunger. 

It  was  getting  dark  now,  so  they  were  ready  to  proceed. 

Charlie  and  Jim  soon  brought  their  horses,  and  then  the 
lieutenant  was  not  long  in  obtaining  his. 

“Only  four  of  ns  are  going,  you  see,  lieutenant,”  Wild 
said,  as  he  nodded  toward  his  partners.  “We  will  ride  nearly 
all  the  way  to  the  bridge,  and  if  we  are  stopped  by  any  of 
the  German  soldiers  I  will  soon  make  them  understand 
who  and  what  we  are.  Then  we’ll  leave  Charlie  and  Jim 
with  our  horses  and  proceed  over  the  river  on  foot.  What 
will  happen  then  I  am  not  prepared  to  say,  but  you  can 
bet  that  we  won’t  be  very  long  in  finding  Captain  Pan¬ 
droski.” 

“I  am  sure  you  know  exactly  what  to  do,”  was  the  reply. 
“I  have  placed  myself  in  your  hands,  so  proceed.” 

So  interested  were  our  friends  in  the  preparations  that 
they  failed  to  notice  that  Hop  Wah  had  slipped  away  in  the 
gathering  darkness. 

The  clever  Chinee  had  heard  all  about  the  propos'd  rescue 
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of  the  German  girl,  and  he  felt  that  he  should  lend  a  han  1, 
even  though  he  did  it  without  the  asking. 

Hop  was  nothing  if  not  daring,  and  seeing  that  Wild  and 
the  lieutenant  had.  disguised  themselves,  he  thought  he  could 
do  the  same  thing.* 

They  had  not  been  gone  more  than  ten  minutes '  before 
the  clever  Chinee  came  limping  to  where  the  girls  were  sit¬ 
ting  on  a  bench  near  a  blazing  fire,  attired  as  a  lame  beggar. 

He  was  very  humble  and  polite  in  his  manner,  and  as 
he  paused  within  the  full  light  of  the  fire  he  made  motions 
to  give  them  to  understand  that  he  was  a  mute,  and  then 
held  out  his  hand  for  alms. 

The  girls  were  completely  deceived,  and  all  felt  a  pity 
for  the"  half-starved  and  weakened  wretch,  as  they  took  the 
Chinaman  to  be. 

“Ho  must  be  hungry,”  Arietta  said.  “We’ll  get  him  some 
breaa  and  coffee,  girls.” 

“We  surely  will,”  Anna  answered,  cheerfully,  and  then 
they  began  bustling  about  and  soon  had  a  goodly  quantity 
of  food  and  a  cup  of  coffee  before  Hop. 

If  he  wished  to  carry  cut  the  deception  there  was  nothing 
for  him  to  do  but  to  eat.  and  drink. 

But  being  a  sleight-of-hand  performer,  it  was  easy  to  de¬ 
ceive  the  three  girls  who  were  so  generous  to  him. 

He  managed  to  swallow  the  cup  of  coffee  and  cause  the 
food  to  disappear,  though  really  it  went  under  his  ragged 
garments  and  into  the  pockets  of  his  blouse. 

Feeling  that  he  had  plenty  of  time  to  get  into  the  city 
across  the  river,  the  Chinaman  was  in  no  particular  hurry. 

When  he  had  caused  all  the  food  to  disappear  and  more 
was  offered  him,  he  declined  by  shaking  his  head,  and  then 
again  held  out  his  hand  to  show  that  he  wanted  money. 

All  three  of  them  quickly  produced  some  coins,  the  amount 
probably  aggregating  the  sum  of  two  dol’ars  in  United  States 
money. 

Hop  took  this  and  bowed  his  thanks,  and  then  he  suddenly 
stood  erect  and  said:  „ 

“ Velly  muchee  ’bligee,  so  be.  Me  velly  smartee  Chinee.” 

If  a  sudden  attack  bad  been  made  upon  the  camp  the  three 
girls  could  not  have  been  more  astounded. 

“Hip  hi,  hoolay!”  the  disguised  Chinaman  cried,  and. then 
he  went  dancing  about  the  camp,  showing  all  the  agility  he 
possessed. 

“You  rascal!”  exclamed  Arietta,  half  angrily.  “What  are 
you  trying  to  do,  anyway,  Hop?” 

“Lat  allee  light,  Missee  Alietta,”  the  Chinaman  answered, 
smilingly.  “Misler  Wild  puttee  on  um  disguise,  so  me  do 
the  same.  Me  go  helpee  fmdee  um  nicee  Dutchee  girl,  so  be. 
Me  velly  smartee  Chinee.” 

“I  pever  was  so  deceived  in  my  life,”  Anna  declared.  “But 
really  it  is  great.  Wild’s  disguise  was  perfect,  but  I  hardly 
think  he  could  nave  fooled  us  in  this  way  if  he  had  kept 
it  up  as  long  as  Hop  has.” 

“We  have  got  to  admit  that  he  is  ?.  wonderful  heathen.” 
Eloise  said,  shaking  her  head. 

“He  always  was,  as  far  as  I  know,”  Arietta  answered, 
laughingly.  “But  I  don't  know  whether  it  would  be  advis¬ 
able  to  let  him  set  out  on  such  an  errand.  He  has  told  us 
that  he  intends  to  help  rescue  the  imprisoned  girl.” 

“His  identity  will  never  be  discovered  if  he  keeps  acting 
r.s  if  he  was  a  deaf  mute,”  Anna  said,  shaking  her  head. 

“Lat  whattco  me  do."  Hop  said,  quickly.  “Me  allee  saraee 
no  talkee,  but  hear  velly  muchee.  and  see  plenty,  so  be.*§ 

“Well,  if  you  must  go,  I  wish  you  would  keep  as  close 
to  Wild  as  possible,”  Arietta  said,  after  thinking  for  a  mo¬ 
ment  “Very  often  you  have  been  the  means  of  helping  him 
greatly.  I  can’t  help  fearing  that  he  is  running  into  a  great 
danger  by  going  right  into  the  Russian  stronghold.” 

“Lat  allee  light.  Mis3oe  Alietta.  Me  flxee  evelythling  velly 
muehro  goodee.  so  be.”  and  so  saying  the  Chinaman  turned 
to  get  his  horse. 

In  a  very  sort  time  he  was  ready,  and  mounting,  he  set  out 
to  pass  through  the  lines  of  the  camping  soldiers. 

But  he  met  with  a  setback  just  then,  for  while  the  lieuten¬ 
ant  had  arranged  it  so  he  would  be  permitted  to  pass  with  the 
young  deadshot  and  his  two  partners,  a  fifth  party  had  not 
been  named.  » 

Tim  result  was  that  Hop  was  forced  to  conduct  an  officer 
back  to  the  camp,  and  have  Arietta  make  the  necessary  ex¬ 
planations. 

Even  thcr  the  officer  did  not  seem  to  think  well  of  it. 
but.  finally  he  eave  his  consent,  so  Hop  was  given  a  pass 
which  would  permit  him  to  get  beyond  the  lines. 


That  was  all  he  needed,  so  in  a  short  time  his  horse  was 
galloping  along  the  road  that  led  straight  to  the*  bridge. 

'the  Chinaman  knew  quite  well  that  Charlie  and  Jim  did 
not  intend  to  go  over  the  bridge,  but  would  remain  som*  - 
where  upon  that  side  of  the  river. 

While  he  did  not  want,  them  to  see  him  unless  It  could 
be  helped,  he  took  the  chances  of  continuing  his  ride  until 
he  was  within  half  mile  of  the  big  abutment  of  the  bridge 

Then  he  brought  his  horse  to  a  halt,  and  after  thinking 
for  a  moment,  turned  to  the  left  and  proceeded  along  the 
edge  of  a  marshy  strip  until  he  found  a  chance  to  ride 
directly  to  the  bank  of  the  river. 

Not  a  person  did  he  meet,  and  finally  he  brought  his  horse 
to  a  halt  directly  under  the  shed  of  one  of  the  big  stone 
supports  of  the  structure  that  crossed  the  river. 

The  fact  that  there  were  no  soldiers  on  that  side  of  the 
river  showed  plainly  that  the  Germans  did  not  intend  to 
advance  very  close,  but  when  they  began  the  attack  would 
shoot  at  long  range  with  the  big  field  guns  they  had  drawn 
up  for  the  purpose. 

Finding  a  place  where  he  could  leave  his  horse,  the  China¬ 
man  tied  it,  and  then  he  set  about  to  find  a  way  to  get 
up  to  the  bridge. 

After  ascending  a  steep  hill  and  finding  it  rather  difficult, 
at  that,  he  at  length  succeeded,  and  then  climbing  over  the 
bridge  rail,  he  paused  long  enough  to  look  around  him. 

No  one  was  in  sight. 

The  lights  of  the  city  on  the  other  side  sparkled  before 
him,  though  for  the  most  part  the  buildings  it  contained 
were  concealed  by  the  dying  foliage  of  many  trees. 

It  seemed  that  there  were  no  teams  or  pedestrians  cross¬ 
ing  the  bridge,  but  evidently  this  was  due  to  the  fact  that 
an'  attack  was  expected  from  the  Germans,  and  that  non- 
combatants  had  been  warned  by  the  Russians  to  keep  bacK. 

With  the  stout  stick  he  had  cut.  in  lieu  of  a  cane,  thb 
Chinaman  now  proceeded  across  the  bridge,  walking  exact!  >' 
as  if  he  was  a  poor,  miserable  beggar. 

The  distance  was  not  very  great,  and  in  few  minutes  he 
reached  the  opposite-side,  only  to  find  himself  faced  by  two  uni¬ 
formed  men.  armed"  with  bayoneted  muskets. 

Hop  put  on  a  trembling  attitude,  and  gave  them  to  under¬ 
stand  that  he  was  a  mute. 

It  was  not  necessary  for  him  to  try  and  convince  them 
that,  he  was  a  beggar,  for  he  certainly  looked  it. 

With  a  hoarse  exclamation,  one  of  the  soldiers  seized  him 
roughly,  and  administering  a  sound  kick,  sent  him  along. 

“Lat  allee  light,”  the  Chinaman  muttered.  “Me  looke" 
at  you  facee.  so  be,  and  me  knowee  you.  Maybe  when  me 
comee  hackee  me  gittee  allee  samee  square.  Me  velly  smartee 
Chinee.  No  likee  kick.” 

Once  lie  got  off  the  bridge  the  disguised  Chinaman  found 
himself  upon  a  street  that  was  almost  deserted. 

Nearly  every  building  that  was  close1  to  the  water’s  edge 
was  darkened,  and  probably  most  of  them  unoccupied. 

Directly  to  the  right  were  two  forts,  they  being  not  more 
than  two  hundred  yards  from  ear'h  other,  and  built  so  they 
could  not  only  command  Ithe  other  side  of  the  river,  but  a 
Ion?  distance  up  and  down  it. 

Hop  knew  they  were  there,  ot’  course,  but  could  not  see 
them  now. 

He  Y'ent  on  limping  up  the  street,  nnd  when  lie  had  gained 
the  summit  of  a  rather  long  rise  lie- turned  a  corner  and  pro¬ 
ceeded  to  the  right. 

I'ut  it  was  ngt  very  far  that  lie  went  this  way  before  ho 
discovered  that  the  water  was  right  ahead  of  him. 

Then  he  looked  up  and  in  the  starlight  was  able  to  sec 
the  frowning  muzzles  of  two  cannon  that  protruded  ap¬ 
parently  from  the  very  earth  itself. 

But  this  was  one  of  the  forts,  and  having  made  that  dis¬ 
covery.  he  turned  and  went  hack,  knowing  that  he  must  pro¬ 
ceed  further  hack  from  the  river  in  order  to  get  where  the 
Russian  soldiers  were  located. 

Without  the  lrast  idea  as  to  where  Wild  and  the  lieutenant 
had  gone,  lie  turned  and  went  hack,  and  then  affecting  the 
character  he  was  assuming,  lie  slowly  made  his  way  upward 
until  at  length  lie  reached  what  might  be  called  the  town 
proper. 

1  here  were  plenty  of  lights  to  ho  seen  tbeu,  and  as  ho 
looked  straight  ahead  ho  saw  a  big  square  which  snowed  to 
lie  full  of  soldiers. 

Just  how  far  the  lines  extended  he  could  tu  t  tell,  for  tic 
buildings  shut  off  his  view  on  both  sides. 

While  the  Chinaman  was  standing  there  undecided  as  to 
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w!'.  eh  wav  he  should  go.  a  thunderous  report  sounded  from 
the  opposite  side  of  the  river. 

This  was  followed  by  another,  and  then  there  came  a  roar 
of  heavy  artillery. 

"Hip  hi!  Whattee  mattee?”  the  heathen  exclaimed,  as  he 
ran  around  the  corner  of  the  building.  “Um  Germans  allee 
samee  stance  shootee,  so  be.” 

Sure  enough,  the  forces  of  the  Crown  Prince,  Frederick 
Wilhelm,  had  opened  tired  upon  the  Russian  forts. 


CHAPTER  VII. 


wild’s  great  luck. 


Voting  Wild  West,  with  his  partners  and  Lieutenant 
Sehlager.  had  no  difficulty  in  reaching  the  bridge  that  spanned 
the  river,  and  once  they  got  there  they  all  dismounted. 

“Now  then,  boys,"  the  young  deadsliot  said,  nodding  to 
Charlie  and  -Tim.  "we  will  leave  it  to  you  to  hide  the  horses 
somewhere  and  then  you  can  keep  on  the  watch.  But  don’t  at¬ 
tempt  to  cross  the  bridge  unless  we  fail  to  show  up  before 
daylight  We  may  be  detained  some  little  time,  you  know, 
since  we  have  got  to  first  find  where  the  young  lady  is  before 
we  ran  do  anything  to  rescue  her.” 

“All  right,  Wild.  We’ll  do  exactly  as  you  say.”  Jim  an¬ 
swered. 


"You  kin  bet  your  life  we  will,”  the  scout  spoke  up.  “But 
if  you  don't  show  up  about  an  hour  before  daylight,  I  reckon 
I’ll  have  to  try  an’  find  out  what’s  keepin’  you.” 

“Yen  had  better  not.  Charlie.  Come  to  think  of  it.  we  may 
be  detained  all  night  and  possibly  part  of  to-morrow.  It  is 
going  to  be  no  easy  tiling  to  accomplish  what  we  want  to 
do.  You  had  better  wait  here,  and  if  we  don’t  show  up  by 
daylight  you  can  go,  back  to  the  camp,  and  then  report  to  the 
officer  in  charge  that  Lieutenant  Sehlager  has  failed  to  re¬ 
turn.  ” 

“All  right.  I  reckon  we’ll  do  as  you'say,  Wild.  But  blamed 
if  I  like  this  sort  of  business  very  much.  I  wish  I  was  goin’ 
with  you.” 

“Two  is  enough,  Charlie,  and  you  know  that  the  lieutenant 
is  the  one  to  accompany  me.  for  he  knows  the  girl  we  are  go¬ 
ing  after.” 

The  scout  said  no  more. 

While  ho  really  was  disappointed  at  being  left  behind,  he 
never  objected  to  the  rules  of  the  young  deadsliot. 

A  few  minutes  later  Wild  and  Sehlager  started  boldly  across 
the  bridge. 

But  it  was  just  about  the  same  as  when  Hop  got  there 
later. 

There  was  no  one  to  be  seen. 

Once  upon  tiie  other  side  the  young  deadsliot  left  it  to  the 
lieutenant  to  lead  the  way,  and  knowing  just  about  where  to 
go  Sehlager  proceeded  on  up  the  hill,  and  finding  a  roadway 
tint  would  lead  him  to  the  rear  of  the  nearest  fort,  told  his 
corepanimi  to  be  careful  and  come  on. 

“i  reckon  I’ll  be  careful  all  right,”  Wild  answered,  in  a  low 
tone.  “  Don’t  you  fear  about  that  part  of  it.  I  have  seen  too 
jyioeh  of  this  sort  of  thing  to  act  indifferent.” 

"This  -sort  of  thing!  Why.  you  never  were  in  a  war  before.” 
Snhls err  said,  as  he  came  to  a  pause  and  looked  in  surprise  at 
bis  compaufoh. 

“I  nave  been  in  plenty  of  little  wars  fighting  redskins  and 
outlaws  in  my  own  country.  But  say.  lieutenant,  any  one 
wir.  ha-  Lpen  born  and  reared  in  the  Wild  West  of  the  United 
Stat'  -  and  has  trailed  Indians,  certainly  ought  to  be  capable 
of  doing  tins  sort  of  thing.  Why,  you  don’t  suppose  for  a 
mon  :d  that  either  the  Russians  or  the  German  soldiers  could 
df*  r-r  tt;r>  near  presence  of  a  spy  as  well  as  a  genuine  Indian 
cor, Id.  do  you?” 

“J  an.  'lire  I  can’t  answer  that.  Wild,”  Sehlager  answered. 
~  \  <  i  j  Americans  area  wonderful  people.  That  much  I  know.” 

\!!  r  gh*.  then.  We’ll  proceed.  You  are  the  husband  and 
I  nm  the  wife.  But  we  must  not  talk.” 

-  f>  roust  not  say  n  word.  V  oil  make  out  that  we  are 

Rtiftftian  fugitives  seeking  a  place  of  safety." 

■Ji<  \  rten.  cd  along,  for  about  a  hundred  yards,  and  then  a 
t  g  : t ot  gate  at  the  entrance  of  the  government  ground  was 


right  iiefari’  them. 

■%  „  ;,i  pacing  back  and  forth  before  the 

. ,,  aiMj  ok*,-,  so v  tin-  two  supposed  peasants  coming  he 
’  ,  'a.  ,  ar/je  to  a  luilt  and  leveling  Ills  musket,  called  out 

uj  own  language  for  them  to  halt. 


Then  it  was  that  Wild  and  the  lieutenant  had  to  do  a  little 
acting. 

They  appeared  terrified  and  after  dropping  upon  their  knees 
and  mutely  begging  him  not  to  shoot  them,  they  waited  until 
lie  came  up. 

But  the  sentry  quickly  satisfied  himself  as  to  who  and  wlint 
they  were,  and  then  ordered  them  to  move  away  in  the  op¬ 
posite  direction. 

“We  didn't  do  much  by  coming  this  way.  after  all.  lieu¬ 
tenant.”  Wild  said,  in  liis  cool  and  easy  way.  when  they  were 
out  of  hearing  of  t lie  Russian  sentry.  “I  reckon  avc  had  bet¬ 
ter  go  a  little  further  and  get  around  to  t lie  rear  of  this 
place." 

“You  are  right  on  that.  1  made  a  mistake.  We  should  have 
gone  at  least  a  quarter  of  a  mile  further.  But  1  fear  that 
we  are  going  to  have  no  end  of  trouble  in  finding  where  my 
poor  sweetheart  is  held  a  captive.” 

“We  have  got  to  find  the  Russian  captain  first,  you  know.” 

“Yes,  that’s  it.” 

“Do  you  know  him?” 

“I  have  seen  liis  photograph,  which  he  insultingly  gave  my 
sweetheart.  ’’ 

“You  would  know  him,  then,  if  you  got  a  good  look  at  his 
face?” 

“Yes.  I  am  sure  of  that.” 

“Well.  I  don’t  know  that  it  matters  much  whether  you  would 
know  him  or  not.  We  must  find  out  where  he  is.” 

"But  how  are  we  to  do  that,  since  we  dare  not  ask  tfny 
questions?” 

“Oil.  we  may  get  a  chance  to  ask  a  question  or  two.  You 
can’t  tell  about  that.  There  surely  must  be  some  of  the  sol¬ 
diers  who  can  understand  and  speak  German.” 

“  Plenty  of  them.  I  imagine.  But  would  you  (fare  to  risk 
such  a  thing?” 

“I  will' risk  anything.  You  must  remember  that  I  told  you 
that  we  were  going  to  save  your  sweetheart,  and  get  her 
back  to  her  parents.” 

“Yes,  that  is  true.” 

But  Sehlager  seemed  to  have  his  doubts  about  it,  for  the 
fact  was  that  he  was  really  becoming  discouraged,  even  after 
being  so  successf  ul  in  gel  ting  across  the  bridge  and  entering 
the  fortified  town  of  the  Russians. 

They  passed  along  and  soon  came  to  a  Russian  soldier  who 
was  doing  guard  duty  at  the  corner  of  a  wide  street  which 
turned  to  the  right. 

Wild  and  the  lieutenant  at  once  became  very  humble,  and 
walking  slowly,  attempted  to  pass  him. 

But  they  were  held  up  quickly  enough,  and  after  Derng 
looked  over  were  ordered  to  go  on. 

This  was  very  satisfying  to  them,  for  they  had  been  per¬ 
mitted  to  pass,  and  now  the  lieutenant  said  in  a  whisper  to 
his  companion  that  they  surely  stood  a  chance  of  learning 
something  that  would  prove  of  value  to  them. 

While  the  young  deadsliot  firmly  believed  that  they  were- 
going  to  he  successful,  he  was  mostly  depending  upon  the 
good  hick  that  always  kept  with  him. 

Something  had  to  happen  to  order  for  them  to  get  the  in¬ 
formation  they  so  much  desired. 

There  were  plenty  of  soldiers  to  be  seen  about,  but  most 
of  them  appeared  to  he  off  duty. 

A  few  other  people  who  were  no  doubt  residents  of  the  city 
could  he  seen  moving  back  and  forth,  and  the  houses  on 
either  side  of  the  street  were  of  a  fine  class  of  buildings. 

This  showed  that  undoubtedly  some  of  the  better  element 
of  the  town  resided  there. 

As  they  came  to  one  of  t lie  most  imposing  houses  on  the 
street  Wild  noticed  a  female  standing  in  the  shadow  with  a 
cloak  drawn  over  her  shoulders  and  forehead. 

A  sudden  thought  struck  him. 

“Lieutenant.”  he  whispered,  as  he  looked  up  and  down  the 
street  and  saw  that  there  was  no  one  within  a  hundred  feet 
either  way  of  them,  “1  am  going  to  take  the  chance  of  speak¬ 
ing  to  this  woman.  Just  leave  it  to  me.  You  can  lean  against 
the  iron  fence  here  as  if  you  were  resting.’ 

“Very  well."  was  the  reply.  “But  T  fear  it  may  he  our 
undoing.” 

“I’ll  take  the  chance  on  that." 

Then  acting  as  if  he  were  a  peasant  woman,  Wild  shuffled 
along,  and  reaching  the  iron  gate  which  was  half  open, 
paused,  and  looking  directly  at  the  woman,  who  seemed  to 
be  hiding,  he  said  in  German: 

“Can  1  speak  to  you?" 

"Oh!"  came  the  startled  response.  "Who  are  you.  my  poor 
woman  V  ” 

“I  am  afraid  of  being  killed,"  the  boy  answered,  Ills  heart 
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fairly  leaping  from  (he  satisfaction  he  felt  at  finding  that 
the  woman  could  understand  and  speak  to  him. 

Then  while  the  lieutenant  leaned  against  the  fence  thirty 
feet  away,  the  young  deadshot  rapidly  related  a  concocted 
story  of  how  the  Germans  were  about  to  open  fire  upon  the 
forts  and  destroy  the  town,  he  declaring  that  he  was  afraid 
to  venture  across  the  hridge. 

The  woman,  who  wan  rather  young,  proved  to  be  a  Ger¬ 
man  servant  of  the  house,  and  she,  too,  was  anxious  to  leave 
the  town  and  get  back  to  her  own  people,  for  she  was  a  Ger¬ 
man  and  true  to  the  Fatherland. 

Having  got  this  far,  it  was  easy  for  Wild  to  begin  question¬ 
ing  her  upon  the  points  he  desired  to  known 

“Do  you  know  the  names  of  any  of  the  officers  stationed 
here?”  he  inquired,  in  an  off-hand  way. 

“This  is  the.  house  of  one  of  them.  1  am  in  his  employ,” 
was  the  rather  unexpected  reply. 

“Is  that  so?  What  is  he,  a  general?” 

“No.  lie  is  what  they  call  a  captain.  A  very  rich  man. 
too,  who,  the  xjtlier  servants  have  told  me,  bought  his  rank 
in  the  army.” 

“What  is  the  name  of  your  employer?” 

“Captain  Pandroski.” 

“Great  Scott!”  the  young  deadshot  exclaimed,  in  English, 
for  he  quite  forgot  himself  for  the  moment. 

“What  is  the  matter?”  the  woman  cried,  crouching  back 
quickly. 

“Nothing.”  the  young  deadshot  answered,  reassuringly.  “I 
was  just  thinking  we  are  in  danger  of  being  caught,  that’s 
all.” 

“Oh.”  and  the  \Woman  seemed  satisfied. 

Having  gone  that  far,  the  young  deadshot  was  not  going 
to  let  up  until  he  had  learned  ail  that  was  possible. 

“See  hePe. ”  he  said,  persuasively,  “has  this  Captain  Pan¬ 
droski  a  wife?” 

“No.”  was  the  reply.  “But - ” 

"But  what?*'  Wild  interrupted,  showing  an  eagerness  he 
could  not  control. 

“It  is  whispered  among  the  servants  that  he  is  very  soon 
to  take  a  wife.” 

“Have  you  ever  seen  the  lady  he  is  to  marry?” 

“Ye— es,”  falteringly. 

“Is  she  in  this  house?” 

“I— I  think  so*  But  wrhv  are  you  so  interested?” 

“That’s  all  right.  Don’t  he  alarmed.  You  are  sure  the 
lady  the  captain  intends  to  make  his  wife  is  in  this  house?” 

“I  am  quite  sure,  for  I  am  the  one  who  waits  upon  her. 
She  is  very  sorrowful,  and  does  not  want  to  remain  here. 
She  is  a  German,  like  ourselves.” 

“Do  you  think  she  is  detained  here  against  her  will?” 

“I  know  she  is.” 

“And  you  are  a  German  true  to  the  Fatherland.” 

“Yes,  true  to  the  Fatherland.” 

"Why  have  you  not  assisted  her  to  make  her  escape,  then?” 

“What  can  I  do?  But  wait.  I’ll  tell  you  all,  for  I  know 
you  must  he  a  friend.  Who  is  that  waiting  for  you?” 

“My  husband,”  Wild  answered,  quickly, 

“You  expect  to  make  your  way  from  here  and  reach  Ger¬ 
many  with  him?  Am  I  right?” 

“Yes;  I  expect  to  do  that  before  to-morrow  morning.” 

“Oh.  oil!  I  wish  I  could  go  with  you.” 

“You  can.” 

“Please  tell  me  how.” 

“We  must  take  the  lady  who  is  confined  in  the  house  with 
us.  You  help  us  do  that  and  you  shall  he  soon  among  the 
people  of  your  own  country.” 

The  woman  thought  for  a  moment,  and  then  trenibllnglv 
she  said: 

“You  talk  strange  for  a  poor  woman  of  the  Fatherland  ” 

“Never  mind  about  that.  I  will  call  my  husband  and  we 
v  ill  get  back  where  we  will  he  safe,  for  a  soldier  may  pass 
at  any  time  and  he  suspicious  of  us.” 

Consent  was  given  to  this,  so  in  a  low  tone  of  voice  the 
young  deadshot  called  out: 

"Come  on.  Rclilnger.  But  ho  sure  that  you  are  not  seen  to 
enter  the  cate." 

'1  hen  the  woman  stepped  back,  keeping  close  to  the  house 
and  among  some  shrubbery,  the  young  deadshot  following 
Inr  slowly,  for  he  was  not  quite  sure  that  she  might  not 
chant e  her  mind  and  run  away. 

The  lieutenant  heard  the  call  to  come,  and  ho  promptly  | 
obeyed. 

Aft  r  looking  up  and  down  the  street  and  making  sure  that  I 
everything  was  all  light,  lie  walked  slowly  to  the  gate  and  > 
tlun  entered  it. 


When  he  stood  at  the  young  deadshot’s  side  he  asked  in 
an  excited  whisper: 

“What  is  it?” 

“Calm  yourself,  lieutenant,”  was  the  reply.  “I  reckon  we’ll 
not  have  to  go  any  further.  Your  sweetheart  is  in  this  very 

house.  ” 

“What!” 

Schlager  gave  a  gasp  of  astonishment  and  if  his  face  could 
have  been  seen  then  no  doubt  it  would  have  shown  consid¬ 
erable  pallor. 

“I  told  you  to  calm  yourself.  I  believe,"  Wild  said,  in  Ills 
cool  and  easy  way.  “Now  then,  you  must  remember  that 
you  are  a  poor  peasant  and  that  I  am  your  wife.  This  woman 
happens  to  be  one  of  your  own  race,  and  She  is  very  anxious 
to  get  away  from  here  and  set  her  feet  once  more  upon  the 
soil  of  the  Fatherland.  After  talking  with  her  I  have,  man¬ 
aged  to  learn  that  what  I  just  told  you  is  a  fact.  Katrina 
Metz  is  in  this  house  at  this  very  minute.  She  is  held 
there  against  her  will,  too.  so  the  woman  says.  But  of  course 
you  know  that  much.  Now  then,  we  ought  to  have  a  com¬ 
paratively  easy  thing  of  it,  since  the  woman  is  the  servant 
who  waits  upon  her.” 

“It  seems  too  good  to  be  true!”  the  lieutenant  exclaimed, 
hoarsely.  “Surely  you  are  not  deceiving  me,  Young  Wild 
West.  ” 

“I  can’t  understand  why  you  should  think  anything  like 
that,  lieutenant.  Now  then,  you  must  be  calm,  or  you  will 
spoil  the  whole  business.” 

“I  will  be  calm.” 

At  that  moment  the  firing  of  the  big  guns  on  the  other  side 
of  the  river  began. 

For  a  moment  Young  Wild  West  and  the  lieutenant  stood 
there  without  saying  a  word. 

Then  the  servant  suddenly  grasped  our  hero  by  the  arm 
and  exclaimed: 

“All  is  lost!'  Our  countrymen  are  coming  to  attack  the 
city.” 

“That  is  where  you  make  a  mistake,  my  dear  woman,"  the 
young  deadshot  said,  coolly,  and  speaking  in  his  natural  voice. 
“.Just  because  a  battle^has  been  started  between  the  Germans 
and  Russians  don’t  mean  that  we  can’t  get  away  safely.  All 
you  need  do  is  to  obey  me  in  everything,  and  I  am  sure  it  will 
come  out  all  right.” 

“I  never  saw  a  woman  like  you,”  the  servant  gasped. 

“Probably  not.  You  may  never  see  one  again.  But  that 
doesn't  matter.  Now  then.  I  want  you  to  get  us  inside  the 
house,  and  as  quickly  as  possible.” 

There  was  no  hesitation  on  the  part  of  the  servant  now. 

She  seemed  to  have  made  up  her  mind  to  do  as  the  sup¬ 
posed  woman  advised. 

With  the  heavy  detonations  of  the  monster  Krupp  guns 
ringing  in  their  ears.  Young  Wild  West  and  the  lieutenant  fol¬ 
lowed  her  to  the  basement  of  the  house,  and  two  minutes  later 
they  were  inside. 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


THE  RESCUE  IS  CHECKED. 


Sudden  as  the  attack  was.  the  Russians  had  been  expectin' 
it. 

For  two  days  they  had  been  strengthening  the  position  ol 
their  forces  in  and  about  t lie  city. 

While  they  depended  largely  upon  the  two  forts  to  repel 
tlie  advance  of  the  Kaiser’s  army,  they  had  intrenched  them 
selves  two  miles  along  the  river  on  either  side  of  them. 

The  bridge  had  not  been  guarded  with  any  more  than  or 
dinary  protection,  since  no  one  expected  the  enemy  would  gel 
close  enough  to  attempt  to  cross  without  being  seen.  0ve:i  in 
the  darkness  of  the  night. 

Hence  it  had  been  quite  easy  for  our  friends  to  -et  into 
tin1  city. 

Young  Wild  West  and  Lieutenant  Schlager  in  their  peasant 
disguises  had  scarcely  got  into  the  basement  ,,f  the  l 
that  was  occupied  by  the  Russian  captain  when  the  h,nvv 
guns  of  the  fort  started  a  return  tire,  and  then' the  din  w  < 
deafening. 

"Lieutenant."  the  young  deadshot  said,  coolly  :i*  |,r  ,,o,idet1 
to  his  companion,  "it  seems  to  pn  that  it  is  n  nv0\  v*  of 

pewd  r.  this  fighting  with  big  guns  in  the  darkness  * 

“Oh.  no."  was  the  reply.  “You  can  rest  ns*-  p,  \  ..  ... , 

range  has  i><>  u  carefully  taken  in  the  dnyhgj  ;  There' ” 

There  was  a  tremendous  crash  very  close  to  n.*  .  ,  « U 
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caused  b!iu  to  utter  the  exclamation,  and  Wild  knew  it  must 
t lia t  one  of  the  projection  had  exploded. 

l  he  woman  who  had  admitted  them  to  the  house  gave  vent 
‘o  a  startled  scream,  for  the  building  actually  shook  from  the 
force  of  the  shook. 

“lake  it  easy.”  Wild  said,  catching  her  by  the  arm  with 
quite  a  strong  trip.  “Now  is  the  time  for  you  to  get  your 
country  woman  who  is  imprisoned  here  from  the  house.  Go 
to  her  at  once.  We  will  accompany  you.” 

Then  the  servant  showed  considerable  fear,  probably  be- 
cau^  she  expected  every  moment  would  be  her  last. 

But  she  was  easily  persuaded,  so  she  led  them  to  a  narrow 
stairway,  aud  then  up  from  the  basement  they  went,  finding 
themselves  in  a  darkened  room. 

Eager  to  complete  his  errand  as  soon  as  possible,  Young 
Y\  ild  West  whispered  to  her  to  go  on. 

Then  the  servant  pointed  to  a  door,  and  a  lighted  hallway 
was  before  them. 

They  could  hear  considerable  uproar  in  the  house. 

Hurried  footsteps  were  heard  in  almost  all  parts  of  it,  and 
occasionally  something  akin  to  a  scream  would  reach  their 
ears. 

But  when  Wild  questioned  the  woman  she  informed  him 
that  Captain  Pandroski  was  not  at  home,  and  that  the 
servants  alone  were  responsible  for  the  sounds. 

"Everything  is  all  right,  then,”  he  said,  nodding  to 
Sehlager.  "Come  on,  lieutenant.” 

Whether  it  struck  her  strangely  or  not  that  the  supposed 
woman  should  call  her  husband  by  the  title  of  a  lieutenant 
cannot  be  said,  but  the  trembling  servant  conducted  them 
through  a  richly  furnished  hall  to  the  foot  of  the  staircase 
which  led  to  the  upper  portion  of  the  house. 

They  went  on  up  without  making  any  noise,  while  the  din 
of  the  duel  between  the  big  guns  continued. 

As  they  reached  the  landing  above  a  shell  burst  and  tore 
away  a  portion  of  the  roof  of  the  house,  causing  splinters 
and  plaster  to  come  down  upon  them. 

The  servant  surely  would  have  fainted  at  this  if  Wild  had 
not  caught  her  in  his  arms. 

“Stop  it!”  he  exclaimed,  in  German,  in  a  commanding  voice. 
“Your  countrywoman  must  be  saved.” 

This  had  the  desired  effect,  and  she  soon  led  the  way  to  an 
oaken  door  near  the  front  ol'  the  house,  and  then  producing 
a  key  unlocked  it. 

As  Wild  flung  upon  the  door  he  found  the  room  in  darkness. 

But  a  startled  scream  was  heard,  and  then  the  figure  of  a 
female  could  be  seen. 

“Strike  a  match,  lieutenant,”  the  young  deadshot  said, 
coolly.  “Hurry  up.” 

Sehlager  quickly  produced  a  match  box.  and  the  next  mo¬ 
ment  was  holding  a  lighted  match  in  his  hand. 

Standing  at  the  further  end  of  the  room  was  a  very  pretty 
girl  clad  in  a  loose-fitting  gown,  her  long,  yellow  hair  hang¬ 
ing  loosely  over  her  shoulders. 

“Katrina!”  Sehlager  exclaimed,  excitedly,  and  then  letting 
the  match  fall  from  his  hand  he  sprang  forward  and  seized 
the  girl  in  his  arms. 

Not  recognizing  him,  she  screamed  Lustily  and  strove  to 
free  herself. 

“Katrina!  It  is  I,  your  own  Sehlager.  I  have  come  to  save 
you.  I  am  in  disguise.” 

When  the  lieutenant  rattled  this  off  hastily  the  girl  quickly 
changed. 

"No  time  for  any  love-making  now.  lieutenant,”  Wild  said, 
tombing  him  on  the  arm.  "Come  on.  We  must  get  out  of 
here.” 

Crash! 

There  was  another  rattling  of  splinters,  and  a  cloud  of  dust 
came  into  the  room. 

Wild  had  not  taken  the  trouble  to  light  another  match,  for 
tb<-  electric  light  in  the  hall  was  still  alive,  and  he  could  see 
pretty  well. 

“Young  lady,”  he  said,  turning  to  the  astounded  captive, 
“got  fomethlng  on  you  as  quickly  as  possible.  We  must  get 
out  of  here.” 

In  *T  te  of  the  fact  that  it  was  so  unexpected,  the  girl 
hurriedly  obeyed. 

\',  A  h(  ti  Wild  saw  her  attempt  to  put  on  a  cloak  which 
l.<-  ki.ev  ild  hardly  be  taken  for  a  peasant  garb,  he  turned 
to  tb*  servant,  and  an  id: 

-You  m ha v»*  something  that  will  answer  the  purpose. 
y  lie  has  got  b  appear  as  a  very  common  peasant, 

or  he  !!  -i  cjy  b*.  discovered.” 

-I  will  gel  a  'look.”  was  tbo  reply. 

^  .  <  rod  uord  from  the  young  dcadshot  and  the  lieu¬ 


tenant  led  his  sweetheart  from  the  room  and  waited  at  the 
top  of  the  hall  until  the  servant  returned. 

When  she  came  she  had  what  was  needed,  and  almost  en¬ 
tirely  enveloping  her  form  in  the  garment,  Katrina  Metz  was 
ready  to  make  her  escape. 

Down  the  stairs  they  weiit,  and  then  through  the  hall  and 
into  the  room  that  opened  on  the  basement  stairs. 

They  were  .just  half-way  down  the  ladder  when  a  crash 
more  terrific  than  any  they  had  yet  heard  since  the  bombard¬ 
ment  began  occurred,  and  the  building  trembled  as  if  it  were 
about  to  topple  and  fall  to  the  ground. 

Just  what  happened  to  it  they  did  not  know,  but  they  felt 
it  high  time  that  they  got  outside. 

Without  taking  the  time  to  gather  up  any  of  her  belongings, 
the  frightened  servant  hastened  jvdth  them  from  the  house. 

Out  upon  the  street  they  could  see  hurrying  soldiers  who 
were  answering  the  call  of  their  officers. 

“Lieutenant,”  the  young  deadshot  said,  in  his  cool  and  easy 
way,  “I  reckon  we  had  better  not  go  out  that  way.  We  must 
find  a  means  to  get  upon  another  street  where  it  is  more 
quiet.  Probably  this  woman  can  lead  the  way.  ” 

Sehlager,  who  happened  to  be  near  the  servant,  quickly  told 
her  what  was  required. 

Then  she  nodded  and  led  them  along  a  path  which  was  lined 
with  shrubbery  on  either  side  until  they  finally  came  to  the 
stable  that  belonged  to  the  premises. 

Attached  to  this  was  a  garage,  and  when  Wild  realized 
wliat  it  was  a  sudden  thought  popped  into  his  mind. 

“Lieutenant,  do  you  know  how  to  run  an  automobile?” 

“Yes.”  was  the  quick  reply. 

“Well,  I  know  a  little  about  it,  too.  But  I  wouldn’t  want  to 
trust  myself  to  running  one  on  this  particular  night.  I  take 
it  for  granted  that  there  must  be  a  machine  in  that  garage.” 

Sehlager  asked  the  servant,  and  she  quickly  informed  him 
that  there  was  one  there. 

“That’s  all  right,”  the  young  deadshot  said,  in  his  cool  and 
easy  way.  “We’ll  have  a  look  at  it  even  if  we  don’t  have  the 
opportunity  to  use  it.” 

He  went  to  the  door,  but  found  it  locked. 

“I  reckon  we  can’t  get  in  this  way.”  he  said,  with  a  shake 
of  the  head.  “We’ll  have  to  try  some  other. ” 

As  he  started  to  go  to  a  window  a  few  feet  away,  the 
doer  suddenly  opened,  and  a  man  was  exposed  to  view. 

The  woman-servant  gave  a  startled  scream,  but  Wild 
quickly  pulled  her  back,  and  then*>stepping  up  to  the  fellow, 
said,  speaking  in  German: 

“The  Kaiser’s  army  is  here,  and  unless  you  surrender  right 
away  you  will  be  put  to  death.” 

•  Doubtless  the  fellow,  who  was  a  native  Russian,  did  not 
understand  the  words. 

But  the  commanding  way  in  which  they  were  spoken  was 
quite  enough  to  cause  him  to  drop  upon  his  knees  and  hold 
up  his  hands  imploringly. 

“Shut  up!”  commanded  Wild,  pushing  the  muzzle  of  a 
revolver  under  his  nose.  “Lieutenant,  drag  him  inside  here. 
We  will  bind  and  gag  him  so  he  can  cause  us  no  trouble.” 

The  lieutenant  left  his  sweetlieart  long  enough  to  assist  in 
pulling  the  frightened  chauffeur,  for  such  it  was,  into  the 
garage. 

There  was  one  light  burning  in  the  place,  which  was  quite 
enough  for  them  to  see  what  they  were  doing,  and  when  a 
rope  was  found  it  took  but  a  very  short  itine  to  fix  the  fellow 
so  he  could  do  no  harm  to  any  oue. 

But  Wild  gagged  him  with  a  handkerchief  ho  found  upon 
his  own  person,  and  then  lie  felt  satisfied. 

There  was  a  big  touring  car  standing  there  ready  for  use. 

But  the  young  deadshot  knew  it  would  be  next  to  an  im¬ 
possibility  to  get  out  upon  the  street  and  escape  by  means 
of  it. 

The  soldiers  were  altogether  too  thick  there,  and  if  they 
saw  the  Russian  captain’s  auto  appear  on  the  street  at  such 
a  time  as  that  it  would  surely  mean  that  it  would  be  stopped. 

“Lieutenant.”  he  said.  “I  fear  we  will  lie  unable  to  make 
use  ot  this  car.  If  there  was  only  a  way  to  get,  out  upon 
another  street  It  would  lie  all  right.” 

“There  may  be  a  way,  for  tlds  is  quite  an  estate,”  was  the. 
reply.  “Suppose  we  find  out.” 

“Ask  the  servant.  You  can  talk  German  a  lot  better  than 
I  can.  It’s  a  wonder  to  me  how  I  managed  to  make  her  be¬ 
lieve  I  was  one  of  her  own  ra'*e.” 

Sehlager  turned  to  the  woman,  and  was  overjoyed  when  ho 
received  the  information  that  there  was  a  driveway  to  n  street 
that  ran  parallel  with  the  one  the  house  fronted  upon. 

“Come  on!”  the  .voting  deadshot  exclaimed,  when  lie  was 
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Informed  of  it.  “Now  then,  show  mo  what  you  know  about 
one  of  these  machines.” 

I  will  show  you  quickly  enough."  was  the  reply,  and  the 
lieutenant  went  right  at  work. 

ilo  quickly  started  the  machine  going,  and  then  'finding 
that  the  ear  was  equipped  with  electric  lights,  lie  turned 
them  on. 

.Mtcr  a  quick  examination  he  declared  that  he  had  often 
run  a  machine  of  the  same  sort. 

"Open  the  big  door  and  I  will  take  it  out,"  he  said. 

Wild  pushed  the  helpless  chauffeur  out  of  the  way,  and  then 
quickly  swung  open  the  door. 

As  if  she  was  going  to  make  sure  of  not  being  left  behind, 
Katrina  Metz  hurriedly  got  into  the  car. 

“You  may  as  well  all  get  in,”  Schlager  said,  nodding  his 
head  approvingly.  ^ 

Tin  n  Wild  assisted  the  trembling  servant  to  a  seat  beside 
the  girl,  and,  closing  the  door,  got  upon  the  front  seat  beside 
tlie  lieutenant. 

"See  this?”  he  said,  as  he  showed  his  revolver  to  Schlager. 
"I  am  going  to  have  this  ready,  and  the  chances  are  I- will 
use  it  if  there  is  no  other  way  to  get  out  of  it.  Maybe  I 
might  be  violating  my  neutrality  by  doing  so.  but  I  won’t 
consider  it  that  way.  I  am  not  fighting  against  Russia,  nor 
am  I  helping  the  cause  of  the  Kaiser  any.  I  am  simply  help¬ 
ing  you  to  get  your  sweetheart  to  a  place  of  safety.” 

"Thank  you,  thank  you!”  was  the  fervent  reply.' 

Then  the  lieutenant  seized  a  lever,  and  there  was  a  quick 
grinding  noise,  and  the  machine  started  slowly  out  of  the 
garage. 


Once  they  got  outside  upon  the  concrete  roadway  he  brought 
it  to  a  stop.  '  ° 

" Which  way?”  he  asked,  turning  to  the  servant  behind  him 

She  pointed  to  the  left,  and.  seeing  that  the  driveway  turned 
in  that  direction,  he  set  out  again,  and  going  slowly  alon°-  be¬ 
tween  the  flowering  shrubs  and  trees,  the  lights  of  the  “next 
street  soon  were  to  be  seen. 

Once  he  had  a  straight  way  before  him  Schlager  let  the 
machine  go  a  little  faster,  and  a  few  seconds  later  it  bounded 
out  upon  the  street. 

People  could  be  seen  darting  frantically  about,  but  there 
were  no  soldiers  there. 

"It’s  all  right,  lieutenant.”  the  young  deadshot  said,  nod¬ 
ding  his  head  approvingly.  “Now  then,  get  to  that  bridge 
as  quickly  as  possible.” 

There  was  an  approving  nod.  and  then,  after  he  had  whis- 
P<  red  something  to  his  sweetheart  behind  him,  Schlager  set 
the  machine  going  swiftly,  and  up  the  street  in  the  direction 
of  ‘he  one  that  would  take  them  directly  to  the  bridge  it 
dashed.  *  & 

l  he  pace  was  slackened  as  the  corner  was  neared,  but 
though  there  was  much  of  a  commotion  somewhere  below 
them,  Wild  told  him  to  go  on. 

Down  the  hill  the  auto  went  at  a  rathdr  slow  speed,  and 
soon  the  big  abutments  of  the  bridge  could  be  discerned  ahead 
of  them. 

But  it  happened  that  a  big  body  ot  soldiers  suddenlv  np- 
penred  and  started  to  cross  the  street  less  than  a  hundred 
y.nds  below  them  and  quite  close  to  the  commencement  of 
the  bridge. 


IIik  necessitated  a  s*op.  and  reluctantly  the  lieutenant  shut 
off  the  power  and  put  on  the  brake. 

But  the* engine  kept  chugging  away,  for  he  was  not  <miim 
to  run  the  risk  of  having  a  failure  in  starting  when  the  time 
came. 


( Towds  of  people  passed  and  repassed  them,  and  some  ever 
stopped  long  enough  to  stare  at  the  automobile  and  its  oc 
cu  pants. 

But  there  were  no  soldiers  to  interfere  with  them, 
riu  y  all  seemed  to  lie  below  them  or  over  toward  the  forts 
Pur  Ion  minutes  they  were  forced  to  sit  there  and  then 
jod  as  they  thought  the  opportunity  had  arrived  for  them  t( 
prof,  cd  to  the  bridge,  there  was  a  terriiic  explosion,  and  tin 
sky  was  lit  up  with  a  bright  red  glare  for  the  space  of  a 
second. 
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ts  of  broken  masonry,  wood  and  other  debris  fell  all 
nd  them,  out  fortunately  no  one  was  hit 
ild  knew  right  away  that  the  explosion  had  occurred  very 
■  to  t hf  m.  and  he  could  not  make  himself  believe  that  it 
been  caused  by  n  shell  from  one  of  the  big  German  guns' 
dcuteiiant."  lie  said,  as  the  smoke  was  clearing  a’wnv 
at  in  thunder  do  you  make  of  it,  anyhow’”  *  ’ 

don’t  know.-  was  the  reply.  “Maybe  one  of  the  maga- 
i  lias  blown  up  accidentally.” 
mething  like  that.  1  reckon.  Wait;  I’ll  flml  out.” 


The  young  deadshot,  still  in  his  disguise,  attempted  to  get 
out  of  the  auto. 

But  the  skirts  Hipped  him  and  caused  him  to  fall. 

“Confound  it!"  he  exclaimed.  “I  reckon  it’s  about  time  I 
got  tills  rig  off." 

Then  he  quickly  tore  aside  the  disguise,  including  the  wig, 
and  tossing  it  into  the  rear  of  the  auto,  said: 

“Here.  Katrina,  put  that  on.  Probably  it  will  be  a  benefit 
to  you  before  we  get  through." 

As  the  girl  did  not  know  him  ,she  must  have  been  surprised 
at  being  addressed  by  her  given  name. 

But,  when  her  lover  told  her  to  do  exactly  as  the  boy  said, 
she  hastily  complied,  the  servant,  who  was  now  somewhat 
over  her  nervousness,  assisting  her. 

Wild  took  time  to  put  on  his  sombrero,  which  he  had,  of 
course,  brought  with  him,  and  then  he  slipped  down  the  hill 
a  short  distance  and  looked  ahead. 

The  smoke  had  now  about  cleared  away,  and  when  lie  saw 
that  the  bridge  was  no  longer  there  he  was  treated  to  a 
genuine  surprise. 

“By  jingo!"  he  exclaimed,  under  his  breath.  "The  Russians 
have  blown  up  the  bridge  so  the  Germans  can’t  cross.  I 
reckon  we’re  in  for  it  now.” 

It  was  not  necessary  for  him  to  look  any  further  to  satisfy 
himself  that  such  was  the  case. 

Hurrying  back  to  the  auto,  he  said: 

"Is  there  another  bridge  anywhere  within  a  few  miles?” 

“Why,  what  is  the  matter?”  Schlager  asked,  excitedly. 

“The  Russians  have  blown  up  the  bridge,  that’s  all.  There 
being  none  there  now,  we  can’t  get  over.” 

“There’s  a  bridge  about  twelve  miles  below.” 

“All  right.  That  is  the  way  to  go.  then.  Start  her  off.” 

The  hoy  was  about  to  leap  into  the  machine  when  a  de¬ 
tachment  of  soldiers  led  by  ay  officer  suddenly  appeared 
from  a  narrow  street  that  was  close  to  the  machine. 

There  was  but  one  electric  light  burning  anywhere  near 
them,  but  it  gave  sufficient  light  for  the  young  deadshot  and 
his  companions  to  see  them  quite  plainly. 

M  hat  was  TV  ild’s  surprise,  then,  when  a  human  form 
bounded  from  the  midst  of  the  soldiers  and  rushed  straight 
toward  them,  for  he  recognized  it  as  being  thb  person  of  Hop 
Wah,  the  clever  Chinee. 

"Hip  hi!  Savee  me.”  came  from  the  Chinaman’s  lips.  “Cm 
Lussian  soldiers  wantee  killee  me,  so  be.” 

Schlager  recognized  the  Chinaman,  too,  for  he  had  seen  him 
enough  to  make  him  remember. 

This  way,  Hop."  Wild  called  out,  as  he  quickly  recovered 
from  his  astonishment. 

“Misler  Wild,  Misler  Wild!”  came  the  joyful  cry,  and  two 
seconds  later  the  Chinaman  was  at  the  side  of  the  machine, 

“Get  in  here,  heathen.”  Wild  said,  as  he  gripped  him  bv 
the  collar  and  almost  lifted  him  into  the  auto,  where  the  girl 
and  the  servant  were  crouching  in  fear. 

The  servant,  however,  had  a  pair  of  very  keen  eves,  and  as 
the  officer  came  rushing  to  the  spot,  followed  by  tiie  soldiers, 
she  gave  a  cry  of  despair  and  exclaimed: 

“Captain  Pandroski!  He  has  come  for  us.  All  is  lost.” 


CHAPTER  IX. 

OUTWITTIJUQ  THE  RUSSIAN  CAPTAIN. 

As  the  startling  words  came  from  the  lips  of  the  woman 
servant  Lieutenant  Schlager  turned  quickly  and  then  his  face 
blanched. 

"It  is  he!"  he  cried,  hoarsely.  “What  must  we  do.  Young 
Wild  West? 

But  W  i Id  made  no  reply  to  the  question,  for  he  saw  the 
Russian  captain  and  his  men  rushing  straight  for  the  auto¬ 
mobile,  no  doubt  for  the  purpose  of  surrounding  it. 

W  hether  the  captain  had  recognized  his  automobile  or  not 
the  young  deadshot  did  not  know. 

But  lie  took  it  that  they  were  simply  pursuing  the  China* 

The  lieutenant  attempted  to  start  the  machine,  W.x  in  his 
excitement  did  something  wrong,  and  the  result  was  that 
there  was  a  grinding  sound  and  a  jar.  and  it  rein  a  lin'd  vi-, 
t  ionary. 

Sword  in  hand,  the  Russian  captain  sprang  to  the  «t,m 
where  Wild  was. 

A  loud  epmmand  came  froib  his  lips,  but  Wild  did  not  l  •  « 
what  it  was. 
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*  '  ~  *"1T  Quickly,  lie  seized  the  Russian  by  the  wrist, 

uiu  then  with  a  quick  wrench,  pullet!  the  sword  from  his 

hki  d. 

T  en  :i>  lie  made  a  grab  to  pull  his  gun  so  he  might  force 
t  * **e  captain  to  call  back  the  soldiers,  something  happened  they 

had.  not  figured  uj»on. 

Keen  though  he  had  been  disarmed.  Pandroski  was  not  go¬ 
ing  tv»  give  up. 

In  some  manner  he  managed  to  catch  the  young  deadshot 
by  the  belt,  and  before  Wild  knew  it  he  was  pulled  out  of 

the  machine. 

Meanwhile  the  lieutenant  was  making  frantic  efforts  to  get 
the  auto  going. 

Wild  knew  he  was  in  for  it.  so  as  he  landed  upon  his  feet 
he  struck  a  short-arm  blow,  landing  squarely  upon  the  pit 
of  the  captain's  stomach. 

.  Naturally  this  caused  him  to  relinquish  his  grasp  upon  the 
Ko  s  belt,  and  for  the  time  being  the  American  boy  was 

free. 

At  thaT  very  moment  the  machine  started  off  with  a  whizz. 
n  and  Schlager  narrowly  missed  colliding  with  the  curb  at 
the  corner  he  had  intended  to  turn  in  order  to  make  for  the 
bridge  that  lay  further  along  the  river. 

Whether  he  tried  to  stop  the  machine  or  not  Wild  did  not 

•  know,  but  he  shouted  at  the  top  of  his  voice: 

“Go  on,  go  on!  I’l  take  care  of  myself  all  right.” 

Possibly  his  words  were  not  heard,  but  the  machine  con¬ 
tinued,  after  knocking  a  couple  of  the  soldiers  down,  and 
quickly  disappeared  down  the  street. 

Wild  had  now  drawn  his  revolver,  and  with  it  pointed 
directly  at  the  Russian  captain’s  heart,  he  was  holding  him 
back.  • 

'Call  off  \  our  men,  captain,”  the  boy  cried,  his  eyes  flash¬ 
ing.  “If  you  don’t  I  will  kill  you  dead  in  your  tracks.” 

The  words  were  spoken  in  German  and  were  understood 
evidently,  for  the  Russian  officer  shrank  back  and  showed 
that  he  was  not  a  little  frightened. 

“I  am  an  American  citizen,”  Wild  went  on,  feeling  that 
he  had  gained  a  slight  advantage.  “I  don’t  know  what 
**  you  were  pursuing  the  Chinaman  for,  but  if  he  has  done 
anything  in  the  way  of  damage  you  shall  be  paid  for  it. 
He  is  my  servant,  and  one  of  the  members  of  the  great  Wild 
West  Show,  of  which  you  have  no  doubt  heard.” 

“If  you  are  an  American  citizen  and  not  a  German  spy, 
you  shall  have  a  chance  to  prove  It,”  the  captain  said,  after 
a  short  silence.  “The  Chinaman  was  caught  spying  near 
tne  forts,  and  when  tlje  soldiers  started  to  take  him  a  pri¬ 
soner  he  threw  fire  in  their  faces,  and  then  ran.  I  happened 
to  be  near  the  scene  at  the  time,  and  naturally  I  collected 
some  men  and  gave  pursuit.  He  must  be  apprehended.” 

“That’s  all  right,  captain,”  the  young  deadshot  answered, 
in  his  cool  and  easy  way.  “No  doubt  you  have  very  good 
reasons  for  thinking  him  to  .  be  a  spy.  But  he  isn’t,  I  as¬ 
sure  you.  That  fellow  is  a  great  deal  smarter  than  he 
looks.  He  is  only  a  heathen.  1  know,  but  he  certainly 
^wouldn’t  do  a  thing  to  harm  the  cause  of  the  Russians.  I 
can't  explain  how  he  happens  to  be  here  at  this  time,  but 
since  he  is  of  a  roving  disposition  and  fond  of  strong  drink, 
it  may  be  that  he  came  here  for  that  purpose.” 

*  “He  is  a  spy!”  the  captain  cried,  now  becoming  angry. 

“He  is  not,  I  say.  But  of  course  you  will  not  believe  me. 
I  am  not  Sf  spy,  either.”* 

Enough  of#A*3?”  Captain  Pandroski  said,  tartly.  “I  as¬ 
sure  you  that  you  shall  be  given  the  opportunity  to  clear 
yourself  cf  suspicion.  Put  away  your  pistol,  or  it  may 
b*>  that  you  will  be  shot,  even  though  you  are  an  American 
citizen.” 

Wild y/hot  a  glance  about  him,  and  finding  that  he  was 
complexly  surrounded  by  the  soldiers,  he  decided  to  submit 
to  anV»st. 

|>r<  his  revolver  back  into  the  holster,  he  folded  his 

'•arTTM  and  said: 

•  All  rUht,  captain.  I  am  your  prisoner.  I  reckon  you’ll 
I  find  c  ut  that,  thi-  is  a  big  mistake.” 

y ;  <*  young  d"d3hot  v.aft  more  than  pleased,  because  he 
r«f>o  *'  *'  ‘t  rertair  that  the  Russian  captain  had  not  recog- 
'  ri  automobile,  and  of  course  was  not  aware  of 
I  who  ih*  oc'upant.s  were. 

As  fat  aF w*«  concerned  himself,  it  would  be  all  right, 
for  h*  'on\& not  be  p  iking  that  the  good  luck  that,  always 
*  #  a  woul^  bring  him  out  safe  and  sound  at  this 

f  ,,0.  -ver**  zr  u. any  a  a  hundred  soldiers  on  the  scene 
#  r.< ;r.  ut b  drawn  them  there. 


Wild  again  look  around,  and  finding  that  his  case  was 
more  hopeless  than  ever,  resigned  himself  to  whatever  might 
happen. 

At  an  order  from  the  captain  his  revolver  was  taken  from 
him  and  a  search  made  to  see  if  he  had  other  weapons  upon 
nis  person. 

But  he  had  none,  so  he  was  placed  between  two  of  the 
soldiers  and  then  at  a  command  from  the  captain  the  others 
fell  into  line  and  -away  they  went  in  the  direction  of  the 
forts. 

No  mounted  men  had  appeared  upon  the  scene,  and  as 
there  were  no  automobiles  handy,  pursuit  had  not  started 
after  the  machine  that  was  being  driven  by  Lieutenant 
Schlager. 

It  was  somewhat  satisfying  to  the  boy  prisoner  that  his 
captors  treated  him  with  respect. 

He  walked  along,  keeping  step  with  them,  and  in  less 
than  ten  minutes  found  nimself  before  a  big  iron  gate  which 
he  knew  opened  into  the  ground  where  the  forts  were  lo¬ 
cated. 

As  he  passed  through  and  heard  the  gate  clang  behind 
him  he  could  not  help  feeling  that  he  was  a  prisoner,  in¬ 
deed,  and  had  small  chance  of  getting  away  very  soon. 

There  had  come  a  lull  in  the  bombardment,  but  this  simply 
meant  that  it  would  begin  more  furiously  later  on,  the  boy 
thought. 

Across  a  court-yard  with  gray  walls  of  rock  looming  up 
on  his  right  the  boy  was  led. 

Then  into  a  tunnel-like  place  his  two  captors  conducted 
him,  the  Russian  captain  walking  behind  and  holding  his 
sword  as  if  he  was  going  to  be  sure  that  the  American  boy 
would  not  escape. 

No  doubt  he  felt  sore  from  the  blow  lie  had  received  in 
the  stomach,  and  naturally  he  must  have  hated  the  one  who 
gave  it  to  him. 

Yet  he  kept  remarkably  cook 

At  length  they  were  before  the  door  of  the  real  prison. 

The  jailer  was  stationed  there,  armed  with  a  muesket  to 
which  was  attached  a  bayonet. 

He  saluted  the  captain,  and  then  wTas  told  to  unlock  the 
door. 

Evincing  no  little  surprise  when  he  saw  that  the  prisoner 
was  wearing  such  a  picturesque  costume,  the  man  obeyed. 

Wild  permitted  himself  to  be  ushered  into  the  big  stone 
cell,  for  such  it  was. 

‘Then  as  the  jailer  was  about  to  close  aud  lock  the  gate 
the  Russian  captain  said  something  to  him  and  stepped  in 
also. 

Clang! 

The  heavy  door  came  to,  and  Wild  heard  the  key  turn  in 
the  lock. 

“I  would  have  a  few  words  with  you  before  I  go,”  Cap¬ 
tain  Pandroski  said,  in  excellent  German.  “But  wait.  I 
have  forgotten  something.” 

Then  be  called  out  through  the  grated  bars  for  the  jailer 
to  open  the  door,  which  was  promptly  done. 

Finding  that  the  two  guards  who  had  delivered  Wild  to 
the  prison  had  departed,  the  captain  told  the  jailer  to  come 
inside. 

“Search  him,”  he  said,  in  the  Russian  language.  "I  be¬ 
lieve  him  to  be  a  spy,  even  though  he  claims  to  be  an  Ameri¬ 
can.” 

The  young  deadshot  was  taken  with  a  sudden  idea. 

He  saw  a  bunch  of  keys  hanging  from  the  jailer’s  belt, 
and  it  occurred  to  him  that  if  he  could  overcome  the  two 
men  and  once  get  outside,  he  would  have  a  good  chance  of 
making  his  escape. 

Ready  for  the  first  opportunity,  he  folded  his  arms  and 
stood  in  the  center  of  the  cell  while  the  two  Russians  were 
talking.  # 

Presently  Captain  Pandroski  turned  to  him  and  said: 

“You  are  willing  to  be  searched,  I  presume.” 

“Go  ahead  and  search  me,”  was  the  quick  reply. 

Then  at  a  word  from  the  captain  the  jailer  stepped  for¬ 
ward  and  attempted  to  go  through  the  pockets  of  the  boy. 

We  may  well  say  attempted,  for  that  was  all  he  did. 

With  a  lightning-like  quickness,  Wild  stepped  one  pace 
back,  and  then  out  shot  his  clenched  fist  with  terrific  force, 
catching  the  jailer  squarely  upon  the  point  of  the  Jaw  and 
dropping  him  as  if  he  lipd  been  a  bag  of  grain. 

No  doubt  the  Russian  captain  was  astounded  at  this  sud¬ 
den  action,  but  if  he  was  he  had  no  time  to  recover  before 
be  received  a  crushing  blow  on  the  jaw,  and  lie  went  stag- 
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paring  back  with  such  force  as  to  strike  his  head  against 
the  Iron  door  and  become  temporarily  unconscious. 

“So  much  for  my  ability  to  hit  good  and  hard,"  Wild  mut¬ 
tered,  as  he  turned  his  attention  to  the  jailer  who  was  in 
the  act  of  getting  upon  his  feet. 

Spat! 

Again  that  right  fist  shot  out.  and  this  time  the  man’s 
head  came  in  such  hard  contact  with  the  stone  floor  that 
he  collapsed,  throwing  out  his  arras  and  kicking  for  a  few 
seconds,  only  to  become  quite  still. 

There  was  no  time  to  lose. 

Wild  quickly  unbuckled  the  unconscious  man’s  belt,  anl 
then  secured  his  arms,  so  he  would  be  kept  helpless  for  a 
while  even  if  he  came  to. 

Having  done  this,  he  turned  ids  attention  to  the  Russian 
captain,  who  was  just  then  returning  to  consciousness. 

It  was  easy  to  overpower  him  and  fix  him  the  same  as 
he  had  done  the  jailer. 

“Captain  Pandroski,”  he  said,  in  his  coo!  and  easy  way, 
“I  reckon  I  have  got  the  best  of  it  now.  But  don’t  think 
for  a  moment  that  I  am  a  spy.  I  am  not.  I  came  across 
the  bridge  tonight  for  another  purpose,  which  I  think  I  have 
accomplished.  Since  you  were  kind  enough  to  relieve  me 
of  my  revolver,  I’ll  have  to  take  yours  in  exchange,  and  as 
it  may  he  of  a  different  caliber.  I  will  also  take  the  cart¬ 
ridges  you  have.  I  hope  you  will  not  feel  offended  at  this 
act  of  mine,  for  it  is  a  case  of  necessity. 

Quickly  taking  possession  cf  the  man’s  revolver,  and  find¬ 
ing  a  dozen  or  more  cartridges  upon  his  person,  Wild  exam¬ 
ined  the  weapon  in  the  rather  dim  light  that  came  between 
the  iron  bars  from  the  outside,  and  finding  it  loaded,  opened 
the  door. 

He  was  about  to  go  out  when  he  thought  of  the  keys  the 
jailer  had. 

Possessing  himself  of  the  keys,  he  stepped  over  the  Rus¬ 
sian  captain,  who  was  still  lying  upon  the  floor,  and  then 
out  he  went. 

He  shut  the  door  gently,  and  was  not  long  in  finding  the 
key  that  fitted  the  lock. 

Once  he  did  he  turned  it  and  he  knew  they  were  secure 
for  a  while,  anyhow'. 

But  it  was  only  a  short  distance  he  went  before  he  found 
plenty  of  soldiers. 

The  court-yard  seemed  to  be  full  of  them,  and  realizing 
that  it  would  be  out  of  the  question  for  him  to  break  through 
them  just  then,  he  stepped  behind  a  jutting  point  of  the 
stone  wall  and  started  thinking. 

Boom,  bing,  bang!  Crash! 

A  terrific  noise  sounded,  and  then  the  young  deadshot 
thought  the  stone  walls  were  going  to  fall  upon  him. 

Loosened  bits  of  stone  and  mortar  fell  all  around  him. 

As  he  was  about  to  step  awray  from  the  wall  he  saw  several 
soldiers  rushing  through  the  passage. 

At  that  very  moment  loud  shouts  for  help  came  from  the 
direction  of  the  cell. 

Wild  knew  that  his  escape  would  be  discovered  now,  so  look¬ 
ing  about  and  finding  a  big  opening  that  had  been  rent  in  the 
side  wall,  he  threw  the  keys  into  it,  and  then  slipped  behind 
a  pile  of  debris. 

He  w’as  just  in  time,  for  the  soldiers  ran  swiftiy  past  him 
and  did  not  stop  until  they  came  to  the  door  of  the  cell  he 
had  so  lately  occupied. 

It  has  been  said  that  nothing  succeeds  like  determination. 

Young  Wild  West  certainly  had  plenty  of  that,  and  without 
hesitating  any  further  he  slipped  along,  keeping  in  the  dark¬ 
ness  as  much  as  possible  until  he  was  right  at  the  end  of  the 
tunnel-like  entrance. 

Wild  slipped  out,  and  keeping  close  to  the  wall  on  the  left, 
managed  to  get  all  the  way  to  the  big  iron  gate. 

But  thi3  was  guarded  on  thg  outside,  and  as  it.  would  be 
impossible  to  open  it,  it  might  as  well  have  been  the  solid  wall 
itself. 

Another  shell  exploded  right  at  the  mouth  of  the  tunnel  ho 
had  lately  come  from,  and  then  there  was  a  crashing  of  the 
falling  masonry  which  lasted  nearly  a  full  minute. 

Passing  the  gate,  the  brave  boy  continued  on,  for  it  hap¬ 
pened  to  be  quite  dark  at  that,  end  of  the  enclosure. 

Boom,  boom! 

The  guns  of  the  forts  were  answering  nobly,  it  seemed. 

But  suddenly  there  was  another  crash,  and  the  few  lights 
in  the  courtyard  were  extinguished  instantly. 

"Ah!"  exclaimed  the  young  deadshot.  “My  time  has  cornel 
at  last.  Now  to  find  a  way  to  get  out  of  here." 

The  bombardment  continued,  anil  at  last  after  he  had  spent < 


two  hours  at  the  forts,  Young  Wild  West  was  compelled  to 
crawl  Into  a  fissure  that  had  been  torn  open  by  the  bursting 
of  a  giant  shell  and  lie  in  seclusion. 

All  night  long  he  was  forced  to  remain  there,  for  two  heavy 
mortars  were  drawn  up  right  near  his  place  of  concealment 
and  were  put  in  operation  against  the  enemy. 

When  it  began  to  grow  daylight  he  made  ready  to  do  sonm- 
thing,  for  he  certainly  would  be  discovered  when  it  grew'  light 
enough. 

But  one  of  the  big  German  guns  helped  him  out.  for  just  as 
it  was  light  enough  for  him  to  see  what  was  going  on  around 
him  by  peering  from  the  fissure,  there  came  a  heavy  shock, 
and  a  mass  of  stone  and  mortar  was  torn  away  right  at  hla 
very  side. 

That  was  enough. 

Through  the  opening  ran  the  dashing  young  deadshot  who 
had  experienced  a  night  at  the  Russian  forts. 

Regardl»*s  of  the  fact  that  he  might  be  killed  at  any  mo¬ 
ment  by  the  bursting  of  a  shell,  he  turned  and  sped  away 
like  the  wind. 

Naturally  enough  he  chose  to  make  for  the  river. 

But  the  nearest  point  of  reaching  it,  as  he  soon  discovered, 
was  at  the  point  w'here  the  big  bridge  had  been  blown  up  the 
night  before  by  the  Russians  in  order  to  prevent  the  advance 
of  the  Germans. 

“There  is  only  one  way,”  he  said  to  himself,  as  he  hastened 
toward  the  abutments  of  the  bridge.  "If  I  cant  find  a  boat  I 
will  have  to  swim  for  it,  that’s  all.” 

He  had  just  reached  one  of  the  abutments  and  was  looking 
around  for  a  boat,  when  rather  to  his  dismay  he  saw  a  Russian 
officer  suddenly  appear  and  rush  after  him,  sword  in  hand. 

But  that  was  not  all. 

The  officer  was  no  other  than  Captain  Pandroski. 

Just  how  he  had  got  out  of  the  cell  Wild  did  not  know,  nor 
did  he  take  time  to  consider  just  then. 

There  was  the  man  he  had  outwitted,  and  he  had  been  rec¬ 
ognized. 

“Stop!  ”  the  captain  cried,  just  as  half  a  dozen  soldiers  came 
running  toward  the  spot. 

The  young  deadshot  had  but  one  chance,  and  he  knew  it. 

There  was  nothing  left  for  him  to  do  but  to  make  the  leap 
from  the  abutment  of  the  destroyed  bridge. 

Splash! 

Wild  struck  the  water  and  quickly  disappeared  beneath  the 
surface. 

With  an  angry  roar  the  Russian  captain  leaped  after  him. 

Up  came  the  young  deadshot,  and  then  he  struck  out  for 
the  opposite  shore. 

Pandroski  must  have  been  determined  indeed  to  capture  the 
young  American  or  he  never  would  have  leaped  into  the  water 
wearing  his  full  uniform. 

Half  a  dozen  soldiers  had  reached  the  spot,  and  when  the 
captain  began  crying  for  help  he1  took  up  all  their  time,  and 
while  they  were  getting  a  rope  to  effect  a  rescue.  Wild  kept 
on  swimming. 

Before  he  got  across  he  heard  a  shot,  and  then  raising  his 
head  above  the  water,  he  saw  Cheyenne  Charlie  and  Jim  Dart 
waving  their  hands. 

Five  minutes  later  he  was  shaking  hands  with  his  two  part¬ 
ners,  who  had  remained  there  all  night,  as  they  had  been  told 
to  do.  * 

When  Wild  had  recovered  from  his  swim  across  the  river 
he  questioned  them  concerning  the  automobile. 

But  they  knew  nothing  of  it. 

“We  had  better  get  hack  to  our  camp,  boys.  Something 
tells  me  that  everything  is  all  right.  Come  on." 

As  the  boy  said  thi*  his  partners  almost  carried  him  to 
where  the  horses  were  in  waiting. 

They  were  stopped  twice  by  the  soldiers  before  they  reached 
the  camp,  but  when  they  got  there  they  certainly  were  well 
pleased,  for  they  found  Lieutenant  Schlager  waiting  for  them 
with  hi«  intended  bride  and  the  woman  servant. 

“I  reckon  that  winds  up  this  particular  adventure,  and  it 
certainly  has  been  a  great  one.”  the  young  deadshot  said, 
after  he  had  related  how  he  had  been  at  the  Russian  forts. 

“Hip  hi,  hoolay!”  Hop  Wah  shouted,  and  then  Choy,  tine 
Charlie  took  off  his  hat  and  joined  in. 

Next  week’s  issue  will  contnin  “Yot  NO  WILD  WEST  VXD 
THE  SHARPSHOOTERS;  OR.  ARIETTA  AND  THU  lUX 
DOOS.” 
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CURRENT  NEWS 


J.  E.  tassler.-of  Weatherly,  Pa.,  a  coal  dealer,  has  a 
>ea:e  :hat  has  been  in  service  for  the  past  forty-two  years. 

hen  it  was  tested  by  the  scaler  of  weights  and  measures 
recently,  it  was  pronounced  true  in  every7  respect.  Few7 
scales  with  forty-two  years’  continuous  service  would  be 
found  true. 


As  a  special  inducement  to  homesteaders  to  settle,  more 
than  1,000,000  acres  of  land  recently  opened  to  public 
entry  in  the  Fort  Peck  Indian  Reservation  in  northeastern 
Montana,  Secretary  Lane  has  invoked  use  of  the  enlarged 
homestead  act  permitting  tracts  of  320  acres  each,  instead 
of  160,  to  be  taken.  Much  of  this  land,  however,  is  so 
situated  that  no  water  is  available  at  reasonable  cost  for 
irrigation  work. 


Ground  has  just  been  broken  for  the  two  new  tunnels 
under  the  East  River,  Xew  York,  which  are  to  connect 
Manhattan  and  Brooklyn.  The  tunnels  will  cost  $5,974,- 
809.50.  The  total  length  of  the  tunnels  will  be  6,800  feet. 
The  distance  between  the  shafts  will  be  4,089  fegt  and 
between  the  established  pier  heads  2,560  feet.  The  maxi¬ 
mum  depth  from  mean  high  wrater  to  the  base  of  the  rail 
will  be  eighty-seven  feet. 


The  reindeer  industry  established  in  Alaska  twenty 
years  ago  has  civilized  the  Eskimo  population  and  has 
made  them  a  thrifty  people,  the  Federal  Bureau  of  Edu¬ 
cation  says  in  a  statement.  Importation  of  reindeer  from 
Siberia  tw7o  decades  ago  was  bogun  with  the  aim  of  fur¬ 
nishing  a  food  supply  and  clothing  to  Eskimos  in  the 
vicinity  of  Behring  Strait.  Xow  there  are  47,266  rein- 
deer,  30,532  of  them  being  owned  by  natives. 


A  wire  windshield,  just  large  enough  to  screen  the 
driver  of  the  machine,  is  of  particular  value  on  a  high 
speed  car,  as  it  offers  far  less  resistance  than  the  ordi¬ 
nary  glass  windshield  which  stretches  across  the  entire 
width  of  the  car  body.  Being  made  of  wire  netting  it 
never  bother?  t he  driver  with  the  glare  of  reflected  light. 
Although  porous  the  air  cannot  pass  through  it  with  suf¬ 
ficient  velocity  to  produce  an  objectionable  draft.  Fur¬ 
thermore,  in  case  of  accident  the  driver  need  have  no  fear 
of  splinters.  ‘  i 

Frank  Kramer,  of  South  Orange,  X.  J.,  again  won  the 
hr  ' '  ii  %  championship  of  America.  It  was  the  four- 
v-'.r,  i  con-ecutive  time  he  captured  the  title.  1 1  is  work 
t;  j-  ?ir  demonstrated  that  he  is  the  greatest  sprinter  in 
the  a  ;r'd.  Alfred  Goullet,  of  Australia,  was  second  best 
jr-  t  e  -print*  and  the  greatest  at  long  distances.  With 
Alfred  Grenda,  of  Australia,  he  captured  the  interna¬ 
ls,-  n  -r  -'hi ■  race  at  Madison  Square  Garden  and  hung 
t  ,,  .  ,  '  ■  v  rei  orrl.  The  national  amateur  title  went  to 
Hnrr  Kah'-r.  of  t!:i.»  crv.  Clarence  Carman,  of  Jamaica, 
Vim,  i i.'io'c  r-jW  e  i  championship. 


A  correspondent  of  one  of  the  London  daily  papers  at 
Copenhagen  speaks  of  a  report  from  Hamburg  to  the  ef¬ 
fect  that  two  unusually  large  submarines  have  been  com¬ 
pleted  for  t ho  German  navy  and  are  making  trial  trips 
at  the  mouth  of  the  Elbe.  According  to  the  report  these 
submarines  are  four  times  the  size  of  any  existing  vessels 
of  this  type,  with  a  radius  of  action  which  will  enable 
them  to  keep  at  sea  for  forty  days  without  having  to  re¬ 
plenish  their  oil  tanks  and  stock  of  stores,  or  even  have 
recourse  to  the  submarine  tender.  This  would  mean  a 
submarine  running  into  the  thousands  of  tons  displace¬ 
ment.  Such  vessels  will  be  built,  and  at  no  verv  distant 
date.  It  is  quite  conceivable  that,  in  view  of  the  enormous 
offensive  power  of  such  a  craft,,  the  Germans  may  be 
springing  a  surprise  in  underwater  craft  similar  to  that 
which  they  gave  with  the  16-inch  gun  in  siege  artillery. 

Most  of  the  motor  car  manufacturers  in  Germany  are 
working  twenty-four  hours  each  day  in  an  endeavor  to  keep 
up  with  the  demands  of  the  army  officials,  although  sev¬ 
eral  report  considerable  private  demand.  In  most  of 
these  factories  there  is  great  difficulty  in  carrying  on  the 
work,  as  so  many  of  their  workmen  have  been  called  to  the 
front,  and  it  is  extremely  hard  to  secure  skilled  labor  any¬ 
where  in  the  country  now.  In  some  cases  the  employees 
of  shops  engaged  on  government  contracts  have  been  sent 
back  to  their  work  in  uniform  to  enable  the  work  in  hand 
to  be  completed.  A  number  of  factories  have  been  taken 
over  entirely  by  the  government,  and  some  nearer  to  the 
scene  of  activities  have  been  devoted  entirely  to  repairing 
damages  sustained  at  the  front.  This  is  particularly  the 
ease  of  Belgian  factories.  Besides  the  scarcity  of  labor 
the  difficulties  encountered  are  in  securing  supplies  of 
rubber  for  tires,  and  in  the  transportation  of  materials  re¬ 
quired,  even  in  the  case  of  government  contracts. 

After  sawing  two  bars  from  the  window  of  his  cell  at 
2:30  o’clock  the  other  morning,  Albert  W.  Johnson, 
twenty-four  years  old,  awaiting  grand  jury  action  on  a 
charge  of  burglary  in  Worcester,  Mass.,  escaped  from  his 
cell  in  the  county  jail  and  attacked  Curtis  W.  Sassett,  a 
prison  guard.  After  felling  Sassett  unconscious  to  the 
floor,  Johnson  found  none  of  the.  keys  in  the  guard’s  pos¬ 
session  would  open  a  door  to  the  outside,  so  he  returned 
to  his  cell,  replaced  the  cut  bars  with  paper  imitations 
painted  to  represent  the  real  things,  and  went  to  sleep 
while  the  jail  officials  were  searching  for  him.  Sassett’s 
cries.-  attracted  other  guards  and  deputy  sheriffs  but  his 
assailant  could  not  be  found.  It  was  not  until  9  o'clock, 
after  eight  officers  had  gone  over  the  cells  four  times, 
that  the  counterfeit  bars  in  Johnson's  cell  were  discov¬ 
ered.  A  small  steel  saw,  evidently  smuggled  in  to  Johnson 
by  a  friend,  was  found  in  the  corridor,  and  it,  is  the  belief 
of  the  officials  that  the  counterfeit  bars  of  brown  stiff 
paper  painted  to  represent  the  real  bars  were  also  smug¬ 
gled  into  the  jail. 
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■  THE  MOUNTAIN  QUEEN 

- OK - 

THE  FAIR  BANDIT 

By  “PAWNEE  JACK” 

(A  SERIAL  STORY) 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

ALMOST  TOO  LATE. 

So  the  three  planned  the  rescue  of  the  two  maidens. 
They  had  no  time  to  spare  if  they  would  save  them  from 
their  awful  fate,  thus  they  were  forced  to  act  and  think 
quickly.  It  was  a  daring  thing  for  three  men  to  attempt 
to  fight  against  so  many,  but  they  were  determined,  for 
thev  realized  how  much  depended  upon  them. 

The  faces  of  all  three  were  pale  beneath  the  bronze  that 
covered  them,  and  with  set  teeth' and  flashing  eyes  they 
sped  swiftly  toward  the  Indian  camp.  As  they  neared 
it.  they  could  hear  the  shrill  screams  of  the  two  unfor¬ 
tunate  maidens,  who  were  being  forced  to  give  their  hands 
to  the  ones  they  loathed  and  feared. 

When  Border  Eagle  heard  the  voice  of  the  maiden  he 
loved  raised  in  snch  distress,  his  eyes  flashed  and  he  sprang 
forward,  grinding  his  teeth  in  rage. 

“The  cur!”  he  panted.  “The  cowardly  hound!  I  will 
kill  him  with  my  own  hands  ere  he  touches  even  the  tips 
of  her  fingers.  Ah,  Star  Eyes,  my  own  beautiful  love, 
why  should  von  be  forced  to  wed  with  one  whom  you 
loathe?  Blame  that  cowardly  Black  Wolf,  once  he  sought 
to  rob  me  of  my  life;  now  he  would  steal  from  me  that 
which  is  a  thousand  times  dearer — mv  promised  bride! 
But  he  shall  never  live  to  claim  her,  1  swear  it,  and  Bor¬ 
der  Eagle  has  never  yet  broken  an  oath.  He  shall  die.  this 
red  coward  who  fears  to  face  a  foe.  and  l  will  kill  him!" 

With  those  angry  words,  the  young  hunter  sprang  for¬ 
ward,  .his  r i He  tightly  clutched  in  one  hand,  and  but  for 
the  swift  interference  of  Sam  Jones,  the  big  scout,  lie 
would  have  plunged  headlong  into  the  midst  of  his  foes. 
As  it  was,  the  good-natured  giant  caught  him  by  the  arm 
just  in  time  to  prevent  him  from  ruining  the  whole  plan. 

“Say,  sonny,  arc  ye  a  durned  fool  or  not?"  he  asked  in 
a  fierce  whimper.  That  is,  what  he  intended  to  he  a  fierce 
one.  “Ilnin't  ye  got  brains  enough  ter  hold  ver  tongue 
and  let  yer  Uncle  Sain  run  ther  thing?  Ye  act  more  like 
a.  fool,  kid,  than  anything  else  1  kin  think  of,  and  by  gum, 
ye  hcv  got  ter  behave  or  I’ll  take  ye  right  across  my  knee 
and  spank  ther  stuffin’  out  of  ye,  ther  same  as  they  do  with 
nil  sich  sas>'  youngsters.  Now,  look  here.  Who’s  a-run- 
iiing  thi'  ere  thing,  you  or  me?  Who's  ther  oldest, 
you  or  me?  I’m  blessed  if  I'll  begin  at  this  late  day  ter 
take  advice  from  a  kid  like  ve  are.  I’ve  lived  too  long, 
and  Sam  Jours,  he’s  too  well  known  ter  put  up  with  a  lot 


of  baby  talk  and  nonsense.  Now,  sonny,  will  ye  shet  up 
or  no?” 

“But  she  is  in  deep  distress,'  the  young  hunter  an¬ 
swered,  hoarsely,  “and  I  would  be  a  coward  to  stand 
quietly  and  see  the  one  I  adore  in  such  anguish.  Let  me 
go!”  he  panted,  his  eyes  flashing,  his  nostrils  dilating. 
“Let  me  go,  for  I  am  almost  mad !  I  must  save  her,  I 
must !  And  that  dusky  villain  shall  suffer !  \\  bile  I  re¬ 

spect  you  and  admire  your  keenness,  yet  at  the  same  time 
how  can  I  stand  idly  by  and  bear  her  cries  of  distress, 
knowing  she  is  in  danger?  Ton  have  got  past  all  those 
feelings,  therefore  you  cannot  sympathize  with  me.  You 
are  no  longer  voung;  the  fires  of  youth  no  longer  burn 
within  your  breast,  but  I — ah,  T - ’ 

“Right  ve  are,  sonny;  right  ye  are,"  the  big  scout  re¬ 
plied,  sadly,  shaking  his  head  gravely.  “1  haiu’t  ns 
young  as  1  used  ter  be,  and  all  thet  was  bright  and  cheer¬ 
ful  in  my  life  hes  been  knocked  completely  out.  But  1  Lot 
don’t  matter,  I'm  Sam  Jones,  flier  old  scout,  ther  old  re¬ 
liable  who  never  vet  went  back  on  a  friend  in  ther  hour 
of  need,  and  if  I’ve  bed  my  troubles  ther  same  as  ye  hes, 
and  ther  other  young  bucks,  why,  it  don’t  matter.  But 
come  along  here  now  and  be  a  man.  We're  losin'  good 
lime,  and  instead  of  being  here  to  talk  nonsense,  we  want 
ter  save  ther  gal.  Ye  are  stuck  on  her  and  Sam  Jones  will 
help  yer  ter  git  her." 

Bv  this  time  the  young  hunter  had  somewhat  recovered 
himself,  and  he  was  calm  and  composed  to  all  outward 
appearance0,  though  his  face  was  very  pale.  ^ 

“Now,  sonny,  look  here,”  Sam  Jones  said,  very  firmly; 
“we  hev  got  ter  act,  and  ter  act  mighty  sudden-like,  Ther 
gal  is  in  ther  hands  of  ther  red  cusses,  and  they  are  a 
hundred  ter  one  agin  us.  Now,  >t  ain’t  ther  strength  as  is 
goin'  ter  teil ;  it's  ther  warrior,  and  ther  sooner  we  learn 
thet  ther  better.  We  can  crush  out  ther  whole  tribe,  hut 
if  we  take  ther  right  way  about  it  we  kin  do  it.  Now. 
sonny,  listen  ter  me,  and  I'll  tell  yer  what  we  ll  do. 

Border  Eagle  listened,  his  heart  on  fire  with  impatience.  * 
lie  knew  the  kind-hearted  scout  was  speaking  only  the 
truth,  and  yet  he  could  hardly  control  himself.  For  every 
moment  meant  so  much  to  the  beautifulnnaiden  who  was  1 
his  promised  wife. 

“Now  listen  to  me,  mv  boy."  the  scout  said  in  a  low 
voice.  “Those  red  villains  thar  outnumber  us  so  thet  we 
don't  hcv  no  show  at  all,  hut  if  we  use  our  hrniti'  ac'iu 
their  strength,  then  by  the  Lord  Hurry,  well  Wat  'em  at 
tluir  own  game.  We  hev  the  brai»>  and  they  ,ov  ther 
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strength.  You-  my  idea  is  this.  You  know  as  well  as  1 
no  the*  a:.  Injuns  are  cowards.  Wall,  we'll  jest  let  Tim, 
mv  old  pard  here,  stand  back  on  ther  edge  of  ther  bluff 
and  yell  like  a  fiend.  Tliet's  about  all  Tim  is  good  fur 
Ik'twtvr.  you  and  me,  but  let  him  jest  open  thet  trap  of 
!us  oikv.  and  he's  all  right.  He  kin  yell  if  he  can’t  fight, 
and  this  time  it  comes  in  jest  right.  He  kin  shoot  his 
gun  off.  too,  and  thet  will  make  so  much  noise  thet  the 
red-skinned  varmints  will  think  a  hull  armv  is  let  loose 


on  cm.  Durn  their  dirty  hides,  but  they  are  worse  un  a 
ban  b.  of  skunks.  When  Tim  sets  up  his  yell  me  and  you 
will  sail  in,  and  give  'em  a  song  and  dance  racket,  sonny. 
We'll  make  'em  think  a  full  regiment  is  let  loose  on  ther 
gang.  Durn  their  nasty  hides,  but  I'll  soon  make  ’em 
sick  or  my  name  hain't  Sam  Jones." 


So  it  was  arranged  that  the  old  trapper  should  station 
himself  at  the  outskirts  of  a  camp  upon  a  bluff  that  over¬ 
looked  the  entire  scene,  and  while  there  let  out  some  of 
the  blood-curdling  cries  and  shouts  for  which  he  was  fa¬ 
mous  Then  at  the  same  time  Border  Eagle  and  Sam 
JJones  were  to  rush  in  and  overpower  the  Indians  and 
white  renegades,  in  the  hope  of  saving  the  two  fair  maid¬ 
ens,  who  were  helpless  and  alone  in  the  midst  of  their 
fees,  even’ though  they  were  of  the  same  race. 


l  Chapter  xv. 

THE  RESCUE. 

f 

The  sight  which  met  the  eyes  of  Border  Eagle  and  Sam 
Jones,  the  fearless  scout,  was  almost  more  than  the  young 
hunter  could  bear.  Star  Eyes — his  beautiful  promised 
wife,  was  fainting  in  the  arms  of  Black  Wolf,  the  villain- 
oils  chieftain,  who  was  forcing  her  to  become  his  bride, 
supported  her  helpless  form  with  one  brawny  arm,  while 
with  the  other  he  waved  a  signal  for  the  wicked  ceremony 
to  go  on.  And  Silver  Spur,  the  white  renegade,  whose 
career*  was  the  very  worst  of  any  desperado  in  the  Ear 
VY't.  held  the  fair  and  lovely  Lorretta  in  his  arms,  while 
the  scoundrel  who  was  disguised  as  a  clergyman,  mumbled 
over  the  words  which  were  to  make  them  one  for  life. 

*  \o,  no!  1  will  not  sav  those  horrible  words.  I  will 
not  become  your  bride !"  Lorretta  shrieked,  struggling  in 
vain  to  free  herself.  “You  have  rfo  riglit  to  thus  torture 
me.  T  will  not  lie  made  a  victim  of — I  swear  it!  I  will 
net  have  my  life  ruined  bv  a  man  as  bad  as  you  are. 
Heaven  will  surely  help  me!  I  know  it,  I  feel,  oh,  I 
know  it  !" 

The  fair  girl’s  cries  of  terror  were  smothered  by  the 
v  hand  of  the  renegade,  and  he  laughed  softly  to  him- 
-e]f  at  the  thought  of  her  being  helpless  and  alone  in  his 
po”  He  knew  there  was  no  one  near  to  aid  her.  He 
them  wa~  not  a  soul  within  sound  to  hear  her  pitiful 
-a vp  thorn  of  her  enemies.  And  how  could  she 
t  ■‘■r  bo|>o  to  escape  from  her  relentless  foes,  those  who 
r  <\  her  i r,  their  arm*,  arc!  what  merev  would  they  show 
irr>  Ala-,  none!  And  she  must  suffer  alone! 

Star  E’.e-  w;;>  far  more  unfortunate  than  her  pale-fare 
-  **  r.  L  rr<  tta.  for  '  -  •  p'  d  hi  the  brawny  arms  of  Black 
V  i  if.  t  m  age  U  Lain,  -he  was  blissfully  unconscious 

o ;  uhr  ninety,  out  poor  f/irretta  realized  all  that  was  tak¬ 


ing  place,  therefore  she  was  not  one-half  so  fortunate  as 
her  dusky  friend. 

“It  is  of  no  use  for  you  to  struggle,  my  beautiful  Lor¬ 
retta."  and  the  wicked  Silver  Spur  laughed  as  he  noted 
the  maiden’s  desperate  efforts  to  free  herself.  “For  once 
you  are  in  the  power  of  Silver  Spur  you  might  better  give 
up.  It  is  useless  for  you  to  struggle  and  you  had  better 
save  your  strength  than  waste  it,  for  Silver  Spur  has  never 
yet  been  conquered.  Border  Eagle  and  his  friend,  Hand¬ 
some  Llarrv,  are  not  here  to  aid  vou  now,  so  vou  had  best 
yield  to  what  fate  places  before  you.  Ha,  ha,  ha,  but  how 
foolish  women  are  when  they  know  they  can  never  help 
themselves.” 

The  beautiful  Lorretta ’s  reply  was  a  low  wail  of  despair 
and  her  foe  laughed  aloud  in  guilty  triumph. 

“Weep,  Lorretta,”  he  said,  mockingly — “weep,  and  Sil¬ 
ver  Spur,  the  one  who  loves  you  the  most  upon  earth,  will 
aid  you.  Laugh  if  you  can,  but  if  your  heart  fails  you, 
weeps.  If  there  are  tears  in  your  eyes,  let  them  flow 
freely  and  fully.  If  your  heart  is  broken,  let  it  be  healed 
by  another  better  and  stronger  than  he  is.  But  through 
it  all  remember  this — you  are  Silver  Spur’s  bride,  and  no 
power  upon  earth  can  take  you  from  him.  This  hand¬ 
some  lover  of  yours  is  powerless.  He  cannot  lift  a  single 
hand  to  save  you  from  destruction,  and  if  he  could,  I; 
doubt  much  if  he  would.  You  belong  to  me  now,  and  I 
will  soon  let  him  know  that  I  am  your  master.  Ah,  now 
I  have  you  in  my  power,  how  I  will  keep  you  there !” 

The  hapless  maiden  did  not  answer  him,  for  she  was  too 
overcome  by  her  emotion,  and  then  the  sleek,  smooth- 
voiced  hypocrite  who  had  thus  lied  to  her  and  deceived 
her,  motioned  for  the  mock  clergyman  to  go  on  with  his 
ceremony.  And  it  would  seem  that  she  was  indeed  doomed 
to  her  hapless  fate,  for  no  one  seemed  nigh  to  aid  her. 

“Heaven  help  me!”  she  prayed,  as  she  pressed  her 
clasped  hands  to  her  heart.  “Heaven  help  me,  but  I  am 
indeed  lost  unless  some  kind  friend  comes  to  my  aid.  Ah, 
heaven!  is  it  just,  is  it  just?  Can  it  be  that  a  good  and 
all-merciful  heaven  will*  allow  me  to  suffer  thus? 

The  words  which  would  hind  her  to  this  renegade  for¬ 
ever  were  being  slowly  uttered  by  the  lips  of  the  false 
clergyman,  when  suddenly  above  the  deep,  even-toned  voice 
there  rang  out  a  chorus  of  shouts  and  yells  loud  enough 
and  deep  enough  to  arouse  the  dead.  Then  while  the 
savages  were  in  a  wild  state  of  confusion,  rendered  so  by 
the  shots  and  still  wilder  cries,  shadowy  forms  dashed 
in  among  the  group  of  reckless  savages,  and  ere  they 
realized  what  had  happened,  the  beautiful  Indian  princess, 
Star  Eyes,  and  Lorretta,  the  daughter  of  the  pale-face, 
were  swiftly  torn  from  the  arms  of  the  would-be  bride¬ 
grooms,  and  they  were  swiftly  borne  away  in  the  midst 
of  the  general  cry  of  alarm  and  dismay  that  filled  the 
camp.  So  swiftly  and  sudden  had  been  the  action  that 
not  one  of  them  had  found  his  power  of  speech,  and  they 
could  only  stand  and  stare  in  blank  dismay  at  the  daring 
intruders  who  were  brave  enough  to  face  them — and  still 
they  did  not  know  who  they  were,  hut  yet  they  feared1 
them,  their  superstitious  nature  causing  them  to  heli  \c 
it  was  the  work  of  the  Cront  Spirit. 

(To  he  continued) 


22 


WILD  WEST  WEEKLY. 


ITEMS  OF  INTEREST 


MEET  AFTER  47  YEARS. 

M.  FT.  Ahlberg,  of  Junction  City,  Ore.,  is  enjoying  a 
visit  from  his  daughter,  Mrs.  Anna  Nelson,  of  St.  Paul, 
Neb.  This  is  the  first  time  they  have  seen  each  other  in 
forty-seven  years,  Mr.  Ahlberg  having  left  his  old  home 
in  Ilammeng,  Sweden,  when  his  daughter  was  but  three 
years  old.  She  remained  in  that  country  until  her  mar¬ 
riage  twenty-nine  years  ago,  and  then  moved  to  Nebraska, 
where  she  has  since  lived. 

All  this  time  the  two  kept  up  a  correspondence.  The 
father,  who  is  now  getting  very  feeble,  recently  expressed 
a  desire  that  his  baby  of  the  long  ago  should  come  and 
see  him.  This  she  did  and  she  will  care  for  him  during 
his  old  age. 


GET  BIG  BEAR  IN  JERSEY. 

A  black  bear  weighing  255  pounds  was  shot  the  other 
evening  on  Dicker  Bard  Ridge,  near  Hainesville,  by  Asher 
E.  Snook,  of  Culver’s  Lake.  Snook,  William  Cooper,  of 
Culver’s  Lake,  and  Cyrus  Gariss,  of  Branchville,  started 
out  in  the  afternoon,  after  Judson  Hoffman,  a  letter  car¬ 
rier,  declared  he  had  seen  bear  tracks  in  the  snow. 

The  hunters  soon  found  the  tracks  and  set  out  to  trail 
the  bear.  They  tramped  several  hours  and  finally  found 
the  animal  in  some  bushes  at  the  foot  of  a  knoll.  Snook, 
who  was  in  the  lead,  fired  both  barrels  of  his  shotgun. 
The  shot  entered  the  bear’s  shoulder,  but  the  animal 
turned  and  started  off.  Cooper  and  Gariss  then  took  aim, 
Imt  as  they  were  about  to  fire,  the  bear  staggered  and 
dropped. 

This  is  the  second  bear  shot  within  two  weeks  in  this 

section. 


Sharpe  says  the  aero-motor  car  is  designed  to  carry 
four  passengers,  but  it  is  possible  to  construct  one  to 
carry  250  persons,  with  all  the  accommodations  of  a  Pull¬ 
man  car  or  ocean  liner.  When  the  ordinary  size  is  placed 
on  the  market  the  cost  will  not  exceed  that  of  a  standard 
automobile. 

The  aero-motor  vehicle  is  designed  t-o  attain  a  speed  of 
from  thirty  to  300  miles  an  hour,  and  to  have  a  carrying 
capacity  of  2,000  pounds  for  each  1,000  pounds  weight  of 
the  car.  The  entire  vehicle  is  built  of  pressed  steel  and 
aluminum.  People  in  Denver  hope  to  be  on  hand  when 
the  thing  goes  300  miles  an  hour. 


UNDERTAKERS’  SUPPLIES  CUT  OFF  BY  WAR 

IN  EUROPE. 

Coffins  and  undertakers’  supplies  are  becoming  scarce  in 
Cuba  as  a  result  of  the  war  in  Europe.  An  inquiry  has 
been  received  from  the  National  Bank  of  Cuba  at  Cama- 
juaini  for  a  made-in-America  supply. 

It  is  pointed  out  in  the  communication  which  was  filed 
at  the  Foreign  Trade  Bureau  of  the  Commercial  Museum 
that  “we  formerly  imported  these  commodities  for  the 
dead  from  the  French  and  English  markets,  but  since  the 
war  began  that  source  of  supply*  has  been  stopped.” 

After  requesting  that  the  business  correspondence  re¬ 
sulting  from  the  inquiry  shall  be  carried  on  in  the  Span¬ 
ish  language  it  reads:  “Kindly  give  us  at  once  the  names 
an<l  addresses  of  manufacturers  in  your  market  of  coffins, 
sarcophaguses  and  all  accessories  for  undertakers,  includ¬ 
ing  hearses.” 


300  MILES  AN  HOUR  NEXT. 

William  A.  Sharpe,  mechanic,  after  laboring  thirteen 
years,  is  completing  a  passenger-carrying  machine,  which 
he  hopefully  asserts  will  traverse  the  air,  run  on  land  and 
on  water,  and  be  u>cd  us  a  submarine  vessel. 


TRACKING  SNAKES. 

When  the  Australian  aborigine  or  black  fellow  is  pushed 
and  can  find  no  other  game,  he  catches  lizards,  snakes, 
iguanas,  and  kangaroo  rats,  the  wiliest  and  most  agile  of 
all  wild  animals  on  their  own  ground,  and  amid  surround- 
j  mgs  favorable  of  a  superior  wild  animal. 

With  those  wonderful  brown  eyes  of  his,  he  can  see  the 
faintest  trail  where  a  snake  had  zigzagged  through  the 
dry  moss  and  leaves,  or  the  slightest  footmark  where  an 
iguana  had  fled  from  his  approach  to  its  refuge  in  a  hol¬ 
low  tree.  When  daylight  fails  him,  and  the  dews  of  even¬ 
ing  begin  to  fall,  his  broad  nostrils  take  up  the  chase, 
and  stooping  down  among  the  bushes,  with  a  tough 
forked  stick  in  his  hands  to  support  him  in  his  tiring 
attitude,  he  follows  the  track  as  unerringly  as  any  blood¬ 
hound. 

When  he  runs  a  snake  to  earth,  if  he  cannot  surprise 
it  in  the  open  and  kill  it  by  a  sudden  blow  of  his  stick,  he 
squats  over 'its  hole,  holding  the  forked  end  of  his  stick 
downward,  and  makes  a  low  hissing  or  whistling*  sound 
with  his  lips. 

Soon  the  snake  puts  his  head  out  of  the  hole  and  peers 
around.  In  an  instant  the  forked  stick  descends  and  fixes 
it  to  the  ground  by  the  neck,  and  the  black  fellow,  seizins 
it  firmly  with  his  muscular  hands  just  behind  the  head,  so 
that  it  cannot  bite  him,  drags  it  out  of  the  hole,  and  twists 
its  head  off:  or,  if  it  is  too  strong  for  that,  pounds  it  on 
the  ground  till  its  back  is  broken. 

So  with  the  iguanas  and  all  the  other  animals.  The 
black  fellow  never  loses  their  trail  when  once  he  sets 
upon  it,  and,  having  followed  them  to  their  lair,  he  pa¬ 
tiently  awaits  until  they  come  out,  or  until  he  is  able  to 
get  a  hand  in  and  pull  them  out. 

The  black  fellows  declare,  and  probably  with  truth,  that 
not  a  single  animal  can  escape  them,  if  they  have  time 
to  hunt  a  piece  of  desert  country  thoroughly.  When  they 
want  to  return  to  camp,  they  can  follow  their  own  trail 
by  sight  with  the  greatest  ease,  but  they  say  they  cannot 
follow  their  own  trail  by  scent  at  all/  It  has. no  scent 
fer  them,  though  another  man’s  has  strong  scent. 

I  his  is  one  of  the  most  curious  facts  connected  with 
these  strange  people;  but  it  is  only  in  accord  with  well- 
known  natural  phenomena. 
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DICKERING  DICK 

- OR - 

THE  LUCKY  BOY  TRADER 


By  DICK  ELLSSON 


(A  SEKIAL  STORY) 


CHAPTER  IX  (continued) 

i>:c-k  was  shrewd  enough  not  to  let  any  one  know  that 
Uncle  Jack,  the  cake  and  fruit  stand  man  down  at  the 
depot,  was  in  any  way  connected  with  the  horse  trade; 
hence  -everybody  believed  that  he  had  two  hundred  dollars 
in  the  bank  to  his  credit. 

Mr.  Brown,  the  merchant,  called  him  into  his  store 
a  day  or  two  later,  shook  hands  with  him,  and  congratu¬ 
lated  him,  not  only  on  his  horse  trade,  but  on  his  presence 
of  mind,  which  had  undoubtedly  saved  his  daughter’s  life. 

by,  Mr.  Brown,”  he  said,  “if  1  hadn’t  tried  the- leap 
I  would  probably  have  been  killed  myself.  I  don't  know 
that  I  am  entitled  to  any  credit  at  all.  I  was  looking 
out  for  X umber  One.  Of  course  I  didn’t  want  to  hurt  any¬ 
body  else.  I  didn’t  know  that  it  was  Miss  Nettie  in  the 
buggy  with  Nelms  until  after  the  accident.  I’ve  known 
her  all  my  life,  and  would  much  rather  be  hurt  myself 
than  to  injure  her.  Me  were  schoolmates,  for  both  of  us 
were  born  here  in  Danbury.  Mr.  Atwood’s  horse  would 
not  make  the  leap.  He  says  he  tried  to  run  out,  but  we 
were  too  close  together.  Of  course  he  didn’t  want  to  hurt 
anybody.  His  own  horse  was  ruined,  and  Nelms’  animal 
was  killed.  It  was  e  pretty  close  call  for  all  four  of  us. 
I'm  mighty  sorry  it  happened,  but  it  was  a  good  thing  for 
me.  I  had  refused  an  offer  for  one  hundred  dollars  for  my 
tiorse  just  the  day  before,  but  two  hours  after  the  accident 
the  same  man  offered  me  two  hundred  because  my  horse 
proved  to  be  a  high  jumper.” 

Brown  laughed  and  remarked : 

“I'm  mighty  glad  he  was  a  high  jumper,  but,  after  all,  it 
was  your  presence  of  mind  that  prevented  a  more  serious 
catastrophe.  But  what  are  you  going  to  do  with  your 
money,  Dick  ?” 

‘‘I*ve  put  it  in  the  bank,  sir,  and  am  going  to  trade  on 
anything  that  I  can  see  a  dollar  in.  I’ve  got  my  mother 
to  take  care  of,  you  know,'  for  her  rich  old  father,  who  at¬ 
tend-  dog  fights  on  Sunday,  won't  do  anything  for  her.” 

Brown  laughed,  and  again  shook  hands  with  him, 
taring : 

“That’s  right,  my  boy.  You  take  care  of  your  mother. 
I  c  vour  grit.  The  boy  who  stands  by  his  mother  will 
r-  friend-  to  -fund  by  him  sometimes  when  he  needs 
i  i-.vi.  If  f  can  do  anything  for  you  don’t  hesitate  to  let 
-  <,w  :  but  Kt  me  give  you  a  little  bit  of  advice.  Don’t 
>,>>■.1):  di-r.  -  ."otfully  of  your  grandfather.  He  is  eccentric, 
u‘f  and  all  d  nt.  but  lie  is  your  grandfather.” 

-*T  -- r  \mj,  or,”  aid  Dick;  “but  it's  a  mighty  hard 
thing  for  me  to  forgive  bis  neglect  of  rny  mother/’ 


CHAPTER  X. 

DICK  GETS  INTO  A  NEW  SPECULATION. 

When  the  owner  of  the  cottage  called  for  his  rent  again 
Dick. was  at  home,  and  said  to  him: 

“Mr.  Narcross,  if  you’ll  build  a  rough  barn  and  stable 
in  the  back  lot  for  me  I’ll  pay  you  two  dollars  a  month 
more  rent.” 

“Going  to  keep  a  horse?”  the  landlord  asked. 

“Well,  I  may;  but  I  want  to  get  a  cow  for  mother.  It 
won’t  cost  you  very  much,  and  twenty-four  dollars  a  year 
will  be  mighty  big  interest  you’ll  get  for  it.” 

“Well,  I’ll  think  about  it.  How  many  stalls  do  you 
want?” 

“Two  will  be  enough,  one  for  a  horse  and  one  for  a 
cow,  with  a  little  loft  above  to  hold  fodder  for  them.” 

“Is  that  your  wish,  Mrs.  Doubleday?”  the  owner  in¬ 
quired. 

“Yes:' Dick  wants  it,  and  I  really  think  he  will  have 
no  trouble  in  paying  the  additional  rent.” 

“All  right;  I’ll  do  it.  You  just  want  a  plain,  little 
barnlike  structure,  1  guess.” 

“Oh,  yes,  sir,”  said  Dick.  “You  need  not  put, a  steeple 
on  it,  but  make  it  good  and  strong.” 

Inside  of  a  week  the  landlord  sent  down  the  lumber  and 
a  couple  of  carpenters,  and  in  a  few  days  the  barn  and 
stable  was  erected. 

Dick  went  out  in  the  country,  and  inquired  around  for 
a  good  milch  cow. 

Thq  farmers  driving  into  town  were  told  of  it,  and 
pretty  soon  Mrs.  Doubleday  was  offered  all  sorts  of  cows. 
Every  farmer  seemed  to  be  under  the  impression  that  if 
Dick  could  fatten  up  a  horse  that  was*  nearly  starved  to 
death  he  could  also  fatten  a  cow. 

Dick,  though,  knew'  nothing  whatever  about  cows,  and 
lie  asked  Uncle  Jack  what  he  knew  about  them. 

“Why,  everything  I  know  about  a  cow,”  said  the  old 
man,  “is  that  they  give  milk,  and  at  times  kick  over  the 
pail;  at  other  times  gore  people  with  their  horns.  What 
do  you  want  to  know  for  ’  Are  you  on  a  cow  trade  ?” 

“No;  but  1  want  to  buy  one  for  mother.  1’vc  had  Iwo 
or  three  cows  offered  to  me  thnf  are  so  poor  that  they  have 
to  loan  up  against  the  fence  while  you  milk  them.” 

“Well,  let  me  tell  you  that  good  feeding  will  fatten  anv 
animal  in  the  world,  if  Ihe  animal  has  an  appetite  and  will 
'cat.  1 1  will  require  a  good  deal,  though,  to  fatten  a  cow 
that  is  giving  milk,  because  the  bulk  of  her  food  is  turned 
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into  milk  instead  of  flesh  and  blood,  at  least  that  is  iny 
theory.  You'd  better  go  and  see  somebody  who  knows 
about  the  management  of  cows.” 

Dick  took  his  advice,  and  went  out  in  the  country  to 
see  Farmer  Jones*  cows.  His  wife  made  a  great  deal  of 
butter,  and  gave  the  buttermilk  to  the  little  pigs. 

He  found  Jones  at  home,  and  at  once  put  the  question 

to  him. 

“Have  you  got  a  good  cow  you  want  to  sell?” 

“Yes;  I’ll  sell  anything  I  have  got  except  the  old  woman 
and  the  children.” 

“'Well,  I  don't  want  any  children,  and  as  I  have  a  mother 
I  don’t  want  any  other  woman;  but  I  want  a  cow  that  will 
give  two  or  three  gallons  of  milk  a  day.  And  I  want  it  to 
be  sweet  milk ;  no  buttermilk  for  me." 

“Don't  you  like  buttermilk?" 

“Yes,  1  am  very  fond  of  it ;  but  I  don’t  want  a  cow 
that  gives  buttermilk.  I  want  sweet  milk.” 

The  old  man  chuckled,  and  asked  him  if  he  wanted  a 
fat  cow  or  a  poor  one  to  fatten  up  like  lie  did  the  horse. 

“Well,  HI  take  the  poor  one  if  she  gives  two  or  three 
gallons  of  milk." 

“Don’t  you  know  that  a  cow  gives  milk  according  to  the 
feed  she  gets?”  .  . 

“Of  course  1  do.” 

They  went  out  to  look  at  the  cows,  but  Jones,  remem¬ 
bering  his  former  dickers  with  him,  was  careful  to  put  a 
high  price  on  his  cattle.  Dick  shook  his  head,  saying: 

“1  guess  I’ve  come- to  the  wrong  place  for  a  cow.” 

Finally  Dick  saw  a  very  poor  cow  in  the  field  grazing 
with  the  others.  She  had  a  calf  only  a  couple  of  weeks 
'  •  old. 

He  asked  what  he  would  sell  her  for. 

“Well,  she's  in  a  mighty  poor  condition  now,  but  with 
her  last  calf  before  the  one  she  has  now  she  would  give 
from  eight  to  ten  quarts  of  milk  a  day.” 

“You  mean  night  and  morning’s  milking?”  Dick  in¬ 
quired. 

“Yes;  she  is  of  good  stock;  but  just  now  she  doesn’t 
give  much  more  milk  than  her  calf  needs.” 

“Well,  1  don't  want  that  soft  of  a  cow,”  and  then  he 
proceeded  to  get  all  the  inf  wmation  out  of  him  he  could. 
He  scon  found  that  what  old  Uncle  Jack  had  told  him 
was  true,  that  the  yield  of  milk  depended  entirely  upon 
the  quantity  and  quality  of  the  feed. 

The  old  man  offered  to  sell  him  that  cow  for  twenty 
dollars  in  her  present  condition,  saying  that  she  would  be 
worth  twice  as  much  when  fat. 

“Well,  why  is  it  that  she  isn’t  fat?  Don’t  you  give  all 
your  cows  the  same  quantify  when  you  feed  them?” 

“Yes.  in  the  winter  time.  I  don’t  have  to  feed  them 
in  the  summer  at  all.  They  do  their  own  grazing." 

Dick  at  once  tumbled  to  that  particular  characteristic 
of  Farmer  Jones — that  when  thfro  was  anything  for  his 
stock  of  cattle  to  pick  in  the  fields  or  the  woods  lie  let 
them  pick  their  living  that  way. 

“I'll  tell  you  what  I'll  do,"  lie  said.  “If  you'll  give  me 
a  written  guarantee  that  she  will  give  not  less  than  eight 
quarts  of  milk  a  day  when  well  fed  I'll  pay  vou  twenty 
dollars  for  her." 
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“I'll  do  that,”  said  the  old  man.  “La>t  year  she  gave 
ten  quarts.” 

They  went  into  the  house,  and  the  old  man  made  out 

the  bill  of  sale,  stating  that  if  the  cow,  when  well  fed,  did 

not  yield  two  gallons  of  milk  a  day  he  would  take  her 

back  and  return  the  monev. 

«/ 

Dick  paid  him,  and  the  next  day  the  cow  was  delivered 
at  the  cottage. 

Dick  at  once  proceeded  to  buy  a  quantity  of  cow  feed. 

His  mother  was  disgusted  at  his  buying  such  a  poor  one, 
and  his  grandmother  turned  up  her  nose  when  she  saw  his 
purchase. 

She  said  the  cow  would  “eat  her  head  off." 

Dick  himself  was  not  as  confident  of  success  as  he 
he  had  been  with  the  horse,  but  he  bought  a  big  pot  that 
would  hold  ten  gallons,  and  every  day  cooked  food,  which 
the  cow  ate  greedilv. 

O  v 

They  let  the  calf  have  all  the  milk  for  the  first  few 
days,  and  soon  the  mother  and  calf  were  showing  the  effect 
of  the  liberal  feeding. 

Mrs.  Doubleday  then  began  milking,  and  she  was  sur¬ 
prised  at  the  yield. 

The  cow  had  never  been  fed  so  before,  and  the  increase 
was  'about  a  quart  a  day,  until  she  passed  the  eight-quart 
mark. 

Then  the  increase  wasn’t  so  fast,  but  it  gradually 
reached  ten  quarts,  to  the  very  great  astonishment  of 
Dick. 

Of  course  he  and  his  mother  couldn’t  consume  so  much 
milk,  so  she  made  butter,  and  had  nearly  two  pounds  a 
day  for  sale  at  the  grocers. 

Dick  then  bought  three  young  pigs  to  consume  the  but¬ 
termilk,  and  he  was  never  so  happy  as  when  he  was  at¬ 
tending'  to  them. 

One  day  a  man  drove  up  with  another  cow  and  called 
Dick  out.  -  « 

“Say,  I  understand  you  want  to  buy  a  cow.’’ 

“Well,  I  bought  one  a  short  time  ago,  and  we  are  satis¬ 
fied  with  her.” 

“Well,”  said  the  man,  “I'll  sell  this  one  cheap.”  < 

The  fact  was,  the  sheriff  was  about  to  levy  on  the  cow 
and  calf  for  debt,  but  Dick  did  not  know  that  at  the  time. 

He  saw  that  she  was  a  good  cow,  and  in  fine  condition. 

The  fellow  said,  when  well  fed,  she  would  give  three 
gallons  of  milk  a  day. 

”V\  hat  do  you  want  for  her?”  Dick  asked. 

“Twenty-five  dol  lars.” 

“I  can't  pay  it,”  said  Dick.  “We've  already  got  a  good 
one,  but  we  might  take  her  if  you'd  come  down  somewhat 
in  your  price.  1  would  try  to  sell  her,  or  swap  her." 

“Well,  what'll  you  give  me  for  her?” 

“Ill  go  you  fifteen  dollars  for  her.  was  t  lie  reply.  * 

“AH  right.”  said  the  man.  “Have  you  got  the  cash  on 
hand?” 

“No:  hut  I've  got  it  in  the  bank.”  1 

“Well,  you  run  uptown  and  got  it.  I'll  wait  here  for 
you.” 

AH  right,  said  Dick,  and  he  assisted  the  man  in 
driving  the  cow  into  the  little  stable. 

f  To  be  continued ) 


k 


WILD  WEST  WEEKLY. 


25 


TIMELY  TOPICS 


Hardwoods  are  not  abundant  on  the  Pacific  coast,  not¬ 
withstanding  that  section  of  the  country  is  so  richly  en- 
uowc.!  with  other  classes  of  timber,  and  it  is  reported  that 
much  of  the  oak  consumed  on  the  Pacific  coast  is  brought 
from  the  eastern  countries  of  Asia. 


Edward  Allery,  of  the  town  of  Rock  Falls,  brought  the 
scalps  of  two  wildcats  to  the  County  Clerk  of  Merrill, 
W  is.,  to  receive  the  regular  bounty  of  $6  each.  One  of 
the  wildcats  was  the  biggest  that  has  been  caught  in  this 
part  of  the  ‘country  for  some  time.  It  measured  eleven 
inches  between  the  tips  of  its  ears. 


Little  Edith  Xeilson,  of  Pendleton,^  Ore.,  has  just 
thawed  back  to  life  six  Japanese  goldfish  which  were  em¬ 
bedded  in  a  globe  of  water  that  was  frozen  on'  the  porch 
of  her  home.  The  fish  apparently  were  dead,  but  the 
child  persisted  in  trying  to  save  her  pets.  Acting  upon  the 
advice  of  local  anglers,  she  proceeded  to  tjiaw  them  out  by 
degrees.  The  fish  now  are  alive  and  healthy. 

Twenty-one  modern  battleshipf?  flying  the  stars  and 
stripes  will  follow  the  Oregon,  the  old  bulldog  of  the  navy, 
through  the  Panama  Canal  when  the  Atlantic  fleet  goes 
to  participate  in  the  opening  ceremonies  of  the  Panama- 
Pacific  Exposition.  Rear-Admiral  Fletcher,  commanding 
the  fleet,  conferred  with  Secretary  Daniels  on  this  and 
other  subjects.  The  Atlantic  fleet  will  leave  New  York 
about  January  15  for  winter  maneuvers  at  Guantanamo, 
Cuba. 


Larry  Ryan,  county  treasurer  of  Kokomo,  Tnd.,  has  re¬ 
ceived  a  letter  from  Edward  F.  Geraster,  of  Elkhart,  Tnd., 
who  savs  he  has  been  converted  and  desires  to  pay  some 
back  taxes  he  has  owed  Howard  County  since  1906.  “I 
lived  in  Green  town  one  year,  leaving  there  in  the  spring 
of  1906,”  his  letter  says,  “and  left  unpaid  taxes  on  per- 
sr-iial  property  and  half  interest  in  a  printing  office.  I 
made  a  start  in  right  living  and  feel  that  I  must  make 
ri got  all  things  that  are  in  my  power  to  correct.  Paying 
this  delinquent  tax  is  one  of  them.” 


Reports  from  the  sent  of  war  speak  of  the  effective 
work  done  by  the  new  French  I^-inch  field  gun,  manu¬ 
factured  by  the  Schneider  works.  The  gun  is  much  more 
yr:  V  than  the  15-mi  11  imetem  gun  of  the  French  and 
it  '  i-  a  range  of  bph  ‘miles..  This  is  over  a  mile  farther 
t'  .r  that  of  the  German  1  -12-rn i  1 1  i moter  siege  gun.  Ex- 
<■  ;  •  for  greater  caliber,  the  new  piece  is  very  much 
}  f  c  tv  15-mi  dimeter  gun  and  retains  all  the  rapidity 
of  f  r»\  lines*  and  accuracy  of  that  piece. 


\  mg;  r  vr'.planc  i-  being  tested  at  Vizzola.  Italy. 
J •  I  j;  ;i  vf  with  a  length  of  wing  when  opened  of 

two,  to  meter  %  three  motor-  of  independent  action 


developing  300  horse-power.  It  is  armored  and  carries  a 
quick-firing  gun.  During  the  tests  the  aeroplane,  with  a 
load  of  half  a  ton,  reached  a  height  of  7,000  feet  in  thirty 
minutes.  It  carries  enough  fuel  for  a  journey  of  twenty- 
five  hours  and  can  be  loaded  up  to  one  and  a  half  tons. 
Its  maximum  speed  is  eighty  miles  an  hour. 

- - - 1 - 

.  Because  she  “cheated”  the  weighing  machine  in  the 
Union  Pacific  Depot,  Junction  City,  Kan.,  out  of  a  penny 
more  than  a  year  ago,  the  conscience  of  an  Abilene  woman 
has  been  bothering  her  ever  since,  according  to  a  letter 
received  by  G.  W.  Mills,  the  company’s  agent  here.  In 
her  letter  the  woman  stated  that  more  than  a  year  ago 
she  and  her  daughter  were  in  the  depot  waiting  for  a 
train.  The  daughter  placed  a  penny  in  the  weighing  ma¬ 
chine,  and  after  it  had  registered  her  weight,  and  before 
she  stepped  from  the  machine,  the  mother  stepped  on  also 
and  was  weighed  free.  This  worried  her  so  much  that  she 
inclosed  a  stamp  in  the  letter  and  asked  Mr.  Mills  to  place 
a  penny  in  the  weighing  machine,  thus  easing  her  con¬ 
science. 


According  to'  statements  made  by  a  man  prominent  in 
French  automobile  circles,  business  is  progressing  in  In¬ 
dia,  and  it  is  estimated  that  the  total  number  of  motor 
vehicles,  including  pleasure  cars,  motorcycles  and  power 
wagons  actually  in  use  in  India,  number  over  15,000.  More 
than  50  per  cent  of  this  number  are  of  French  make. 
Good  roads  are  frequently  met  with,  and  it  is  possible  to 
make  a  1, 200-mile  trip  through  the  country  from  Cal¬ 
cutta  to  Peshawar  without  any  special  difficulty.  This 
route  allows  of  visiting  all  the  historic  cities  in  the  north 
of  India  and  numerous  garages  lie  along  the  route  and 
afford  a  good  supply  of  gasoline  and  oil.  Gasoline  sells 
for  32  cents  a  gallon.  The  host  season  for  automobile 
touring  is  from  November  to  February. 


Roley,  Oklahoma,  is  the  largest  negro  city  in  the  United 
States.  It  is  surrounded  by  some  of  the  richest  land  in 
the  world  and  has  in  its  neighborhood  most  valuable  mines 
of  coal  and  wells  of  oil.  Bolev  was  founded  in  1904  by 
Thomas  M.  Haynes  of  Texas  in  the  rolling  prairie  land 
on  the  Fort  Smith  and  the  Western  Railroad  between  Deep 
Fork  and  North  Canadian  Rivers,  and  is  in  the  heart  of  a 
vast  .region  capable  of  producing  such  diversified  crops  ns 
corn,  wheat,  cotton,  potatoes,  alfalfa,  apples,  peaches, 
grapes,  berries,  and  the  common  garden  vegetables.  This 
negro  town  is  “making  good.”  To-day  it  lias  over  eighty 
business  concerns,  an  electric  lighting  plan!,  efficient 
churches,  a  high  school  worth  over  $15,000,  a  normal  and 
industrial  school  supported  by  the  C.  M.  E.  Church,  nour¬ 
ishing  fraternal  orders,  a  Masonic  temple  of  1  he*  Oklahoma 
jurisdiction  worth  $35,000,  a  telephone  system,  several  cot¬ 
ton  gins,  a  chamber  of  commerce,  u  city  hall,  a  negro  sta¬ 
tion  agent,  and  a  negro  mayor. 
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GOOD  CUB  RENT  NEWS  ARTICLES 

The  Union  Iron  Works,  San  Francisco,  is  under  con¬ 
tract  with  the  Navy  Department  to  build  a  drydock  1,096 
feet  long  bv  110  feet  wide  with  40  feet  depth  o\ei  the  sill, 
which  is  to  be  used  by  United  States  naval  vessels  in  the 
Pacific.  The  department  has  guaranteed  the  builders  a 
sufficient  amount  of  business  to  bring  a  return  of  $50,000 
a  rear  for  six  years. 

XJ  * 

One  of  the  highest  railroad  structures  in  the  United 
States  is  the  bridge  spanning  the  Pecos  River  Canyon,  216 
miles  west  of  San  Antonio,  Texas.  rlhe  distance  from  the 
bed  of  the  stream  to  the  track  is  321  feet.  The  bridge 
is  a  light-appearing  structure,  consisting  of  girders  and 
deck  trusses  carried  on  lofty  steel  towers.  The  magnifi¬ 
cence  of  the  view  from  the  deck  of  this  bridge  is  said  to 
be  exceeded  only  by  that  of  the  Grand,  Canyon. 

A  ride  on  a  Lake  Shore  flyer’s  pilot  from  Buffalo  to 
Cleveland,  about  200  miles,  was  taken  in  the  night  by 
Laura  Evans,  a  deaf  mute,  who  thus  risked  her  life  in 
search  of  work.  She  was  fined  $25  for  violation  of  a  rail¬ 
road  law  and  placed  on  probation.  “"Why  did  you  come  to 
Cleveland?”  a  probation  officer  wrote  when  the  woman 
was  in  court.  ‘To  get  a  job;  I  was  desperate,”  yras  the 
written  reply.  “Where  is'  your  home  ?”  “Nowhere.  No¬ 
body  wants  a  mute  around.” 

John  Hodgson,  of  Monongahela,  Pa.,  has  a  dog  that 
chews  tobacco,  not  only  chews  but  eats  it.  Hodgson  once 
or  twice,  in  a  spirit  of  fun,  offered  the  dog  a  “chew,”  but 
never  took  notice  of  what  the  dog  did  with  the  weed. 
But  one  day  recently  he  left  a  ten-cent  package  on  the 
window  sill  when  he  went  to  cat  his  dinner.  Whan  he 
returned,  the  dog,  a  fox  terrier,  was  eating  the  last  bit 
of  the  tobacco.  The  dog  has  not  suffered  any  ill  effects 
so  far.  and  is  evidently  in  tlifc  best  of  health. 


Five  States — Kansas,  Colorado,  Oklahoma,  Texas  and 
New  Mexico — make  this  frontier  town  their  market  place, 
giving  it  the  heaviest  wagon  trade  of  any  town  of  1.000 
inhabitants  in  the  world.  Elkhart,  Kan.,  is  the  terminus 
of  the  Said  a  I'Vs  Cimarron  Valley  line  and  the  townsite 
ia  within  three  miles  of  the  southwest  corner  of  Kansas. 


The  great  wagon  trains  which  come  to  this  railway  tor- 
minus  every  week-end  haul  broomcorn  and  other  product* 
of  this  plains  country  a  distance  of  100  miles  from  the 
west  and  southwest.  They  come  from  the  Panhandle  of 
Texas,  what  was  formerly  No  Man's  Land  in  Oklahoma 
and  from  eastern  New  Mexico  and  southeastern  Colorado. 
Fiftv  vears  ago  the  Santa  Fe  Trail,  over  which  annually 
passed  $50,000,000  in  commerce,  crossed  the  townsite  of 
Elkhart.  Nearby  is  Starved  Rock,  the  central  camping 
spot  between  Westport,  Mo.,  and  Santa  Fe,  N.  Hex.  It 
was  at  the  base  of  this  great  ledge  of  rock  or  high  bluff 
that  the  early  freighters  rested  on  their  journey  to  New 
Mexico.  Elkhart  is  the  great  broomcorn  and  grain  mar¬ 
ket  of  the  five  States  that  corner  near  here.  Hundreds 
of  tons  of  broomcorn  have  been  hauled  here  a  distance  of 
75  and  100  miles.  Saturday  is  sales  day  anti  always  300 
wagons  can  be  counted  on  the  streets.  The  nearest  rail¬ 
road  to  the  west  and  southwest  is  150  miles. 


GRINS  AND  CHUCKLES 

“When  does  this  ferry  run,  uncle?”  asked  the  would-be 
passenger.  “Dis  ferry,  Mafse,  said  the  old  man,  she 
runs  at  quarter  arte r,  half  arter,  quarter  to  and  at.” 

“Sav,  did  vez  hear  thot  Pat  O  Mulligan  wouldn  t  ha\e 
his  new  house  built  of  nothin  but  imitation  stone  ?  No , 
an’  phwy  did  he  want  nothin  but  imitation  stoned  Be¬ 
cause  ’tis  shamrock.” 


“I  shall  go  up  to  town  to-morrow,  Alexander,  to  see  the 
new  hats.”  “You  forget,  my  love,  to-morrow  is  Sunday ; 
the  shops  will  be  closed.”  “Shops!  Who  wants  shops? 
I'm  going  to  church !” 

A  section  foreman  on  a  Southern  railway  heard  the  fol¬ 
lowing  conversation  between  two  of  his  dusky  laborers: 
“Jim,  you  bettah  come  here  an’  he’p  me.  I's  takin*  up  for 
you.”  “How's  dat  ?”  “W’y,  dis  here  niggah  say  you  ain't 
fit  fer  de  dawgs,  an'  Ah  tole  him  you  is !” 

if 

Jones — Funny  about  Deacon  Pratt.  Awfully  absent- 
minded,  you  know.  Brown — What’s  he  been  doing  now, 
anything  out  of  the  way?  Jones — At  the  prayer  meeting 
last  evening  Elder  Goode  asked  him  to  lead  in  prayer, 
and  before  be  knew  wliat  he  was  saying  he  said,  “It  isn't 
my  lead,  I  dealt.” 

* 

Mike — Begorra,  an’  I  had  to  go  through  the  woods  the 
other  night  where  Casey  was  inurthored  last  fall,  an'  that 
thev  say  is  haunted,  an',  bedad,  1  walked  backward  the 
whole  way.  Pat — An'  what  for  wuz  vc  after  doin'  that? 
Mike — Faith,  man,  so  that  J  could  see  if  anything  wuz 
cornin’  up  behind  me.  • 


The  stranger  ascended  the  front  steps  and  rang  the  door¬ 
bell.  Little  Helen,  six  years  old,  opened  the  door.  “Is 
your  father  at  home?”  the  stranger  asked.  “Tell  him  his 
old  friend  Bill  has  come  to  see  him."  “Then  papa  tsn't 
Home,”  came  the  lisping  reply,  “  'cause  1  heard  lum  tell 
mamma  that  if  any  bill  eaiue  he  was  out." 
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THE  NIHILIST'S  DOOM. 


If  By  Paul  Br addon  * 

Six  years  ago  I  wak  living  at  Darnowsky,  in  the  Prov- 
‘  0I*  Dublin,  in  the  southern  part  of  the  greatest  of 

European  empires,  a  young  man,  happy  as  circumstances 
would  allow,  and  at  the  time  of  which  1  write,  doubly 
happy  and  contented  in  my  little  school ;  for  1  was  a 
teacher,  and  I  had  just  made  the  sweetest  and  the  pret¬ 
tiest  girl  in  the  village  my  wife. 

Marie  Oarloff  was  mine,  won  from  a  score  of  suitors  by 
love  alone,  for  I  had  little  money  and  I  was  content. 

Chief  among  the  disconsolate  ones  was  the  son  of  an  ex- 
army  officer,  Louis  Lodiski  by  name,  a  handsome  but  un¬ 
principled  fellow,  who  for  years  had  been  infatuated  with 
Marie. 

However,  when  our  coming  wedding  was  announced, 
Louis  left  the  village,  and  I  was  spared  his  scowl  and 
muttered  threats,  and  soon  forget  him  in  the  joy  of  home 

life. 

For  three  years  I  was  at  rest. 

1  had  been  a  St.  Petersburg  student,  and  when  the 
strange  monomania  of  communism,  silent  and  deadly, 
crept  through  the  nation,  it  found  me  an  easy  prey,  and 
I  became  a  Nihilist,  swore  the  terrible  oaths,  and  linked 
myself  body  and  soul  to  their  unknown  and  horrible  pur¬ 
poses.  ' 

There  was  a  circle  formed  in  our  town,  and  two  months 
after  I  had  joined  it,  there  appeared  one  night  amongst  us, 
commissioned  from  the  Grand  Circle  at  Moscow,  as  our 
chief,  Louis  Lodiski. 

I  bowed  before  him,  but  when  I  saw  the  fierce  light  of 
baffled  passion  and  eager  revenge  gleam  in  his  hated  eyes, 
brightly  as  when  1  had  met,  then  the  rejected  suitor  of 
my  wife,  I  knew  and  felt  for  the  first  time  into  what  a 
horrible  pit  I  had  fallen;  for,  free  as  I  was  before  the 
world,  in  secret  I  was  bound  by  my  vows,  the  serf  and 
slave  of  my  bitter  enemy. 

^  For  a  time  there  was  little  work  for  our  society,  but  it 
so  happened  that  towards  the  spring  a  new  quartering  of 
soldiers  was  made  in  our  town,  under  the  charge  of 
Colonel  Jeiikoff,  a  tried  and  true  officer  of  the  govern¬ 
ment.  and  one  who  had  several  times  incurred  the  dis¬ 
pleasure  of  the  Nihilists. 

Hardly  had  the  troops  become  settled  when  a  sealed 
dispatch  was  received  by  Lodiski  from  the  Grand  Circle 
of  Moscow,  containing  the  death  warrant  of  the  colonel; 
and  in  drawing  lots  for  the  one  to  act  as  executioner,  the 
-ame  devil’s  luck  which  had  first  dragged  me  into  this 
conspiracy  or  some  treachery  on  my  chief,  cast  the  dread 
*  *  duty  upon  me. 

Th  ukase  of  the  Grand  Circle,  with  a  perfection  of 
cruelty,  granted  the  slave  doomed  to  execute  their  dia- 
•  /hi  commands  three  days’  mercy. 

At  the  end  of  that  time  the  condemned  must  have 
o',  ed  to  live,  or  the  slave  would  become  the  victim  in-  j 

'  ft  cad.  ' 

Y  fir-t  twenty-four  hours  I  was  crazy. 

'I  •  <  -ci-ond  dav  found  rne  cool  and  helpless. 

i  ,  hour*  I  d  where  to  do  the  deed ;  then,  still 


uncertain,  walked  in  the  verge  of  the  town,  and  ns  I  walked 
some  one  joined  me — Lodiski. 

AVe  stood  a  space  in  silence;  then  the  man  came  closer 
and  placed  his  hand  upon  my  shoulder. 

“Listen !  It  is  hard,  it  is  dangerous.  Capture  means 
death.  Here  is  money.  You  must  flee  instantly  the 
work  is  done.” 

In  a  single  breath  my  brain  cleared,  the  dread  cloud 
that  for  two  days  had  shadowed  it  passed,  and  I  knew 
(lie  hand  that  had  worked  my  ruin. 

I  was  to  become  an  outlaw  in  order  that  my  wife  might 
be  the  spoil  of  this  monster. 

“The  deed  must  be  to-morrow,”  continued  Lodiski,  “and 
the  only  place  where  you  can  find  Jeiikoff  alone  is  in  the 
bell  tower.  Thither  lie  goes  each  evening  before  the 
curfew  rings,  to  watch  the  change  of  guards  upon  the 
opposite  river  bank.  You  can  conceal  yourself  there  and 
strike  him  down.  It  will  be  hours  before  he  is  missed, 
and  you  will  have  time  for  flight.” 

I  bowed  my  head. 

“I  will  join  you  at  the  foot  of  the  tower  after  curfew. 
See  to  it  that  it  is  after — the  end !”  Lodiski  concluded. 

“It  is  well,”  I  replied,  and  he  left  me. 

That  night  I  told  my  wife  all,  and  her  love  stood  the 
test.  . 

Ere  morning  dawned,  under  the  escort  of  a  faithful 
servant,  she  was  at  the  Volga  Dernstam — a  landing  ten 
miles  away;  and  when  the  early  sun  kissed  the  reaches 
of  level  land  about  our  town,  it  found  her  upon  the  deck 
of  a  steamer,  bound  for  Asthachan. 

All  day  long  I  gathered  my  little  store  of  goods,  and 
late  in  the  afternoon  sold  them  for  gold  to  a  friend — a 
Nihilist  like,  myself — who  secretly  conveyed  them  to  his 
home. 

Then  as  the  light  waned  and  it  drew  towards  nigm, 
thoroughly  disguised,  and  armed  with  a  pair  of  pistols  and 
my  dagger,  I  skirted  the  town,  and  came  at  last  to  the 
ionely  watch  tower  where  hung  the  great  bell  that  rang 
the  curfew. 

Ere  the  ringer  had  entered  the  tower  from  his  supper,  I 
was  secreted  in  the  loft  near  the  window. 

It  was  not. my  intent  to  kill  Jeiikoff. 

If  he  came  I  could  confess  all,  then  descend  and  wreak 
my  vengeance  upon  Lodiski  below,  and  flee  the  country; 
or  if  he  came  not,  the  end  would  be  the  same. 

The  moments  passed ! 

Suddenly  a  nameless  dread  fell  upon  me. 

If  I  did  not  kill  Jeiikoff,  and  failed  to  find  Lodiski,  l 
must  die. 

Quivering  with  this  Dew  terror,  I  glanced  suspiciously 
about  me — into  the  deep  shadow  of  the  corners,  behind 
the  great  beams,  aloft  among  the  bats’  nests,  and  at  last 
beneath  the  mighty  bell  hanging  at  my  side. 

And  there,  lying  prone  upon  a  crossbeam  directly  un¬ 
der  the  great  iron  dome,  so  close  that  the  ponderous  metal 
would  crush  him,  lay  Lodiski,  his  evil  eyes  fastened  upon 
me. 

Even  as  I  saw  him,  I  heard  the  stop  of  the  colonel  on 
the  stair,  and  his  word  to  the  waiting  bellman  below. 

“Gar),  I  will  detain  you  but  a  moment.  When  1  descend 
you  may  ring.” 
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Jelikoff  ascended  the  stairs,  lantern  in  hand.  I  stood  at 
his  back. 

“One,  two,  three,  four,  five,  six,  seven ! 

It  was  the  village  clock. 

Jelikoff  turned  to  descend.  I  shrank  into  the  shadow 
behind  him. 

Kelikoff  went  down  the  stair. 

“Fool !  coward  !”  hissed  my  chief,  half  rising  upon  his 

hands  and  knees.  “You  die!” 

There  came  a  creaking  sound,  the  great  wooden  wheel 
above  turned  upon  its  axis,  the  bats  flew  snailing  about, 
and  then  the  mighty  bell,  swinging  slowly,  gained  in  mo¬ 
mentum,  and  swept  in  a  long  arc  . upwards. 

Lodiski  uttered  a  single  cry  as  the  tremendous  mass 
poised  above  him,  and  would  have  dragged  himself  out  of 
its  reach,  but  with  a  sudden  fury  I  stretched  my  arm 
like  a  bar  of  steel,  caught  his  hair,  and  forced  him  back 
upon  the  beam,  and  then  the  great  bell  fell  as  falls  the 
knife  of  the  guillotine,  crushing  into  a  hideous  mass  the 
body  of  the  spy,  while  its  heavy  knell  rang  with  a  gurgling 
shiver  far  out  across  the  barren  land. 

The  curfew  was  sounding,  and  I  was  saved ! 

Three  hours  later,  in  the  silence  of  the  night,  I  escaped 
the  tower  and  lied. 

For  twenty-four  hours  Lodiski's  death  was  undiscovered, 
and  before  the  truth  was  known  I  was  with  my  wife  upon 
the  Caspian  Sea,  far  out  of  the  reach  of  the  Nihilists. 

I  hate  never  seen  Russia  since. 


WELLS  IN  SAHARA. 


Since  Algeria  has  annexed  to  France  our  knowledge  of 
this  country  has  made  very\  rapid  progress,  so  that  the 
ideas  which  were  formerly  entertained  of  the  Saliarian 
Desert  have  at  present  undergone  an  entire  change.  It 
has-been  ascertained  that  those  sand  deposits,  which  hide 
completely  the  solid  framework  of  the  country,  are  com¬ 
paratively  local  phenomena,  and  that  in  the  greatest  part 
of  tiie  Sahara-Libvan  Desert  the  subjacent  strata  are  per¬ 
fects  conspicuous,  either  by  cropping  out  through  the 
superficial  deposits  or  by  rising  as  mountains  and  hills, 
which  almost  'all  belong  to  the  cretaceous  formation,  and 
cover  an  immense  tract  of  this  part  of  Africa.  The 
regions  of  Sahara  not  occupied  by  cretaceous  mountains 
and  hills  consist  in  large  surfaces,  more  or  less  horizontal, 
composed  either  of  loose  sands  or  diluvial  (.quartenary.) 
deposits.  Those  last  seem  to  have  formed  so  many  gulfs 
which,  after  the  emergence  of  the  cretaceous  masses,  re¬ 
mained  covered  by  the  sea,  and  were  filled  up  in  a  com- 
paratively  recent  epoch,  for  they  contain  shells  of  mol- 
lusks  belonging  to  still  living  species. 

As  for  the  rocks  which  underlie  the  sandy  deposits,  what 
wo  know  of  them  is  due  to  the  numerous  wells  sunk  by 
the  Frenchmen  all  along  the  northern  boundaries  of  the 
Sahara,  particularly  in  the  Province  of  Constantine.  The 
learned  engineer,  M.  Jus,  who.  during  twenty  years,  lias 
directed  those  admirable  rocks  (limestone,  sandstone, 
marls,  gypsum,  etc.),  crossed  by  the  soundings,  as  well  as 
t  e  impermeable  water-bearing  clay  which  forms  the  bot¬ 
tom,-  of  the  wells.  This  clay  presents  the  most  astonish¬ 
ing  discrepancies  in  its  level,  being  sometimes  many  lnm- 
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dred  feet  under  tin?  surface  of  the  soil,  and  sometimes 
approaching  it  very  near.  So,  for  instance,  in  the,  region 
Ued-Rir,  two  wells  named  Ain-Kerma  and  L  n-el-J  hiur, 
are  distant  one  from  the  other  about  forty  miles,  and  ill 
the  depth  of  the  first  is  only  44  feet(  and  that  of  the  sec¬ 
ond  321  feet. 

Another  curious  phenomenon  which  the  sinking,  of  the 
Algerian  wells  has  revealed  is  the  discovery -of  fishes,  crabs, 
and  fresh-water  mollusks  at  considerable  depths.  This  in¬ 
teresting  fact  lias  been  ascertained  in  the  artesian  well 
called  Mezer,  situated  in  the  desert  of  Ued-Rir,  quite  near 
one  of  the  brackish  lakes, (Cliott  or  Sobka  of  the  Arabs), 
which  are  so  numerous  in  the  region  between  Biskra  and 
Tuggurt.  When  the  sounding-line  brought  those  creatures 
from  a  depth  of  230  feet  they  were  perfectly  alive,  and 
M.  Jus  even  boiled  a  crab,  and  found  it  of  excellent  taste. 
The  fishes  were  covered  with  sand  mud,  but  the  shell  of 
the  crabs  was  quite  bright  and  glittering. 

The  wells  constructed  by  the  French  engineers  num¬ 
bered  at  his  last  visit  (1879)  in  the  Province  of  Constan¬ 
tine  alone  (and  there  are  many  elsewhere)  more  than 
155;  and  as  the  works  begun  in  1856  have  never  been  in¬ 
terrupted,  and  are  rapidly  advancing  into  the  interior  of 
the  desert,  the  time  may  not  be  far  off  when  all  those 
regions,  now  so  barren  and  so  dry,  will  be  copiously  irri¬ 
gated,  an  advantage  which  they  certainly  enjoyed  once, 
seeing  that  the  numerous  oases  '  spread  over  the  Sahara 
and  Libyan  Desert  contain  many  remnants  of  Greek  and 
Roman  constructions;  a  proof  that  once  they  were  popu¬ 
lated  and  consequently  provided  with  water.  This  was 
most  probably  got  by  means  6f  the  same  so-called  artesian 
wells,  which  our  modern  times  presume  to  consider  as 
their  own  invention,  whereas  they  were  undoubtedly 
known  to  the  ancients,  and  were  even  constructed  in  the 
very  Desert  of  Sahara,  as  it  is  ascertained  by  Olympio- 
doros,  a  historian  whose  writings  have  perished,  with  the 
exception  of  a  few  fragments  quoted  by  the  learned  Greek 
Patriarch  -Photius,  one  of  which  contains  the  following 
important  passage:  “In  the  oasis  of  Sahara  the  in¬ 
habitants  used  to  scoop  out  excavations  100  and  250  feet 
deep,  from  which  jets  of  pure  water  rise  in  high  col¬ 
umns.” 

But  it  was  not  in  the  Saraha  alone  that  the  ancients 
sunk  artesian  wells :  they  multiplied  them  almost  every¬ 
where,  and  to  those  artificial  irrigations  was  due  the  once 
flourishing  state  of.  the  plain  now  so  arid,  which  is  covered 
by  the  ruins  of  Balbek  (the  ancient  Heliopolis)  and  Pal¬ 
myra.  The  English  travelers,  Wood  and  Darwins,  dis¬ 
covered  under  those  heaps  of  ruins  numerous  traces  of  an¬ 
cient  artesian  wells,  and  such  traces  are  so  frequent;  in  the 
Arabian  desert,  crossed  by  the  Hebrews  under  the  leader¬ 
ship  of  Moses,  that  several  modern  authors,  among  others 
M.  Jobcrd,  arc  of  opinion  that  the  miracle  attributed  to 
the  celebrated  Hebrew  legislator  of  having  cade*!  forth  a 
jet  of  water  from  a  rick  he  struck  with  hi-  -taff  may  be 
explained  by  the  presence  of  an  art<'s:nn  wrd  previously 
known  to  him.  Since  the  invasion  of  t ho  distinctive 
mnn  race  all  those  monuments  of  ancient  eivniu.  >n  have 
disappeared,  and  it  is  the  gloriou;  task  of  Pi.kk.  u  make 
them  revive  once  more  iu  Algeria. 
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^  1  !'o  dreadnought  “Moreno,”  built  by  the  Fore  River 
Slnp  and  Engine  Building  (Corporation  for  Argentina,  lias 
^■^sed  her  snood  t t-st  and  oxeooded  her  contract  stipula¬ 
tion.  !\  maintaining  an  axerage  speed  of  22.5  knots  with¬ 
in®*  being  pushed  to  her  speed  limit. 

Lueien  Muratore  and  Yanni  Marceaux,  opera  singers, 
g  'Look  a  night  apiece  when  they  were  singing  in 
America  less  than  a  year  ago.  They  are  now  in  the  front 
ranks  of  the  French  army,  and  instead  of  grand  opera 
i  they  sing  war  songs  to  inspire  soldiers  of  France  to 
greater  efforts. 


Concrete  road  construction  has  increased  from  364,000 
square  yards  laid  in  1909  to  19,200,000  square  yards, 
which,  >t  i-  estimated,  has  been  laid  during  the  season  of 
1914.  This  would  be  sufficient,  were  it  put  down  in  a 
single  stretch,  to  form  a  roadway  four  yards  wide  and 
2,700  miles  long. 


In  the  .North  Atlantic  Ocean  several  new  varieties  of 
iDh  have  been  discovered  which  live  at  a  depth  of  3,000 
|  feet,  but  which,  during  the  night,  come  as  near  the  sur¬ 
face  as  300  feet.  The  facility  with  which  they  adapt 

**  taemselves  to  the  wide  difference  in  the  water’s  pressure 
near  the  surface  and  at  great  depths  is  considered  re¬ 
markable. 

^  _ 

A  speed  record  has  been  established  in  the  construction 
of  the  British  light  cruiser  Caroline,  which  was  turned 
over  to  the  Admiralty  Dec.  17,  1914.  The  Admiralty 
made  the  following  announcement :  “A  record  lias  been 
established  in  the  building  of  the  new  light  cruiser  Caro¬ 
line  at  the  C’ammell  Lairds  ship  yard  at  Birkenhead.  The 
keel  was  laid  down  Jan.  25,  1914  :  she  was  launched  Sept. 
:>1  and  delivered  Dec.  17,  satisfactory  trials  having  been 
made  on  Dec.  15.  The  contract  called  for  the  vessel  to  be 
completed  by  May  21,  1915.’’ 

A  wooden  model  of  the  new  three-gun  turret  with  which 
the  new  battleships  are  to  be  equipped  has  been  built  at 
the  Washington  Navy  Yard  under  the  direction  of  the 
experts  of  the  Navy  Department  and  is  to  be  used  in  pre¬ 
paring  the  specifications  for  the  turrets  on  all  of  the  new 
battle- hip.-.  It  is  understood  that  a  number  of  important 
I  improv.  ment-  have  been  made  in  the  plans  for  the  new 
♦  rret  while  t h*-  model  was  in  the  course  of  construction. 

'»  V  i e  tine*  has  been  taken  and  more  study  has  been  given 
to  tlif  ion  of  the  wooden  model  than  will  be  re- 

red  for  the  building  of  the  turrets  to  go  on  the  ships. 

-m 

\V  hie  v.rne  repair  work  was  being  done  at  Yankton 

(  -h  D .  a  ba-enient  was  opened  to  cut  a  door 

thr  t  m  i  li’.e  toad  was  found  in  the  -haft.  It  had 
ei  tom  bod.  without  doubt,  for  twenty-two  years,  ever 


lgul  resided  in  its  brick  tomb  so  long  it  was  “brick  red” 
on  the  underside.  While  grown  to  a  large  size,  it  had  no 
claws.  It  appeared  to  have  worn  off  its  claws  in  trying 
to  get  out.  How  it  liad'lived  is  a  mystery.  Not  a  drop  of 
moisture  could  have  reached  the  toad  in  all  the  years  it 
had  “been  a  prisoner. 


Any  one  claiming  to  operate  a  mineral  rod  on  behalf 
of  the.  Ibnited  States  government  is  an  impostor.  The 
government  has  issued  this  statement  in  reply  to  a  num¬ 
ber  of  queries  concerning  the  use  of  such  rods.  Reports 
came  from  several  Southern  States  that  a  man  who  was 
going  about  with  a  rod,  in  an  endeavor  to  locate  minerals, 
had  stated  that  he  was  employed  by  the  government,  and 
had  to  give  it  half  of  all  he  found.  The  United  States 
geological  survey  lias  announced  that  while  an  ordinary 
compass,  or  “dip  needle,*’  will  be  attracted  to  ores  of  iron, 
nickel,  and  cobalt,  which  are  magnetic,  it  will  be  affected 
by  no  other  metals  or  minerals. 


A1  Wolf  and  A.  H.  Tutt,  well-known  prospectors,  ar¬ 
rived  in  Seward,  Alaska,  from  Broad  Pass,  bringing  a 
storv  of  one  of  the  greatest  strikes  made  in  the  North 
since  the  Dawson  find.  It  consists  of  immense  low-grade 
ledges  or  dikes,  located  in  the  Broad  Pass  country.  Wolf 
and  Tutt  say  they  staked  claims  on  ledges  for  more  than 
two  thousand  feet  in  width  that  have  been  traced  and 
staked  for  a  distance  of  eighteen  miles.  They  report  that 
the  Wells  brothers,  interior  mining  men,  have  staked 
ledges  that  average  one  hundred  feet  in  width,  and  that 
assay  straight  across  better  than  $15  per  ton,  with  a  four¬ 
teen-foot  pay  streak  on  the  hanging  wall  which  will  aver¬ 
age  better  than  $250  per  ton.  Countless  other  finds  have 
been*  made  this  summer.  Pankey  brothers,  of  Virginia 
City,  Mont.,  made  a  rich  find,  and  are  on  a  steamer  tak¬ 
ing  seventy  samples  of  ore  to  Beattie  for  assay  tests. 


The  Sikhs,  who  are  among  the  best  of  England’s  East 
Indian  fighters,  claim  to  possess  the  most  unique  form  of 
weapon  of  any  military  unit  in  the  campaign,  say  Tid- 
Bils.  This  is  a  hand-thrown  missile,  composed  of  metal 
similar  in  shape  to  the  discus  with  which  we  have  been 
made  familiar  in  Roman  history.  Its  edge  is  sharpened 
like  a  razor,  and  the  weapon,  when  thrown  with  a  peculiar 
circular  motion,  has  extraordinary  penetrating  power.  It 
cuts  like  a  knife  through  paper  when  it  strikes-  any  object 
in  its  path.  At  a  distance  of  a  hundred  yards  the  disk  is 
capable  of  cutting  its  way  through  a  piece  of  hard  wood 
two  inches  thick.  It  is  the  peculiar  twist  given  to  the 
weapon  when  it  is  thrown  which  causes  the  cutting  edge 
to  bury  itself  so  remorselessly  in  anything  that  it  meets. 
It  is  doubtful  whether  any  but  the  Sikhs  could  effectively 
use  this  unique  weapon.  They  made  deadly  use  of  the 
disk  of  death  at  the  battle*  of  Bixmude,  when,  according 
to  Briti  h  accounts,  several  thousand  Germans  are  said  to 
have  been  slaughtered  in  a  brilliant  Indian  charge. 
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INTERESTING  ARTICLES 
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A  RESCUE  FROM  QUICKSAND. 

Mai;ii<r  Allen,  of  Ware,  Mass.,  has  been  dug  safely  out 
of  a  li wuy-L-mb  of  quicksand  twenty-five  feet  below  the 
surface  alter  being  held  prisoner  by  the  shifting  sand  for 
three  days.  Only  the  fact  that  a  diver's  helmet  had  been 
placed  over  his  head  as  he  sank  slowly  out  of  sight  kept 
him  alive.  Fifty  firemen,  policemen,  and  volunteers  par¬ 
ticipated  in  the  rescue  of  Allen,  while  air  was  pumped  to 
him  in  his  helmet  and  food  was  sent  down  through  a 
tube. 


THE  FIRST  GERMAN  SUBMARINE. 

Among  the  historical  relics  on  exhibition  in  Berlin  is 
the  “Plongeur-Marine,”  Germany’s  earliest  submarine.  It 
was  invented  by  a  Bavarian  named  Wilhelm  Bauer.  The 
boat  is  of  iron  and  dates  back  to  1850.  It  was  tried  at 
Kiel,  but  its  thin  sides  were  crushed  by  the  pressure  of 
the  water,  and  it  remained  at  the  bottom  until  it  was  dis¬ 
covered  when  the  first  excavations  for  the  Kiel  Canal 
were  being  made.  The  old  submarine  was  then  raised,  and 
placed  in  the  Naval  Museum  in  Berlin.  Old  as  it  is,  this 
submarine  is  not  the  first  one  ever  built.  References  to 
submarine  operations  date  back  to  1372.  In  1727  no  less 
than  fourteen  submarine  patents  had  been  issued  in  Eng¬ 
land.  In  1775  H.  M.  S.  “Eagle’’  was  attacked  in  New 
York  harbor  by  a  submarine  built  by  David  Bushnell. 
Sergeant  Lee,  in  charge  of  the  submarine,  actually  got 
under  the  ship,  but  was  unsuccessful  in  attaching  the  tor¬ 
pedo  to  the  bottom  of  the  vessel.  Between  1795  and  1812' 
Fulton  experimented  in  France  and  America,  and  showed 
that  it  was  possible  to  build  a  vessel  which  could  be  navi¬ 
gated  under  water. 


REINDEER  MEAT  IN  BERLIN. 

Reindeer  meat  and  lamb  imported  from  Ireland  have 
found  their  way  in  considerable  quantity  to  the  markets 
of  Berlin  since  the  war  began,  according  to  a  bulletin 
published  at  the  German  capital  by  the  American  Associa¬ 
tion  of  Commerce  and  Trade.  The  bulletin,  dated  Nov, 
21,  reached  here  recently.  In  general,  it  states,  there  has 
been  plenty  of  food  since  the  railroads  began  to  run  on  a 
normal  basis,  although  some  prices  have  advanced. 

“During  the  mobilization  of  troops  at  the  beginning  of 
the  war,”  the  report  reads,  “when  the  railroads  were  used 
almost  exclusively  for  military  purposes,  the  Berlin  food 
supply  sulTercd  to  such  an  extent  that  it  was  necessary  to 
use  wagons  and  automobiles  to  bring  supplies  from  nearby 
districts.  In  spite  of  the  demands  upon  the  railroads,  the 
authorities  have  managed  to  improve  the  supply  from  day 
to  clay.  However,  peas,  beans  and  lentils  cannot  be  had 
in  sufficient  quantities,  and  have,  therefore,  advanced  in 
prices. 

“The  supply  of  meat  is  satisfactory,  though  prices  may 

increase  in  the  future.  A  novelty  upon  the  market  is  rein¬ 


deer  and  also  fresh  lamb  from  Iceland,  both  being  of  very 
good  quality. 

“The  game  supply  is  also  short,  since  hunting  has  al¬ 
most  ceased.  Poultry  is  offered  in  large  quantities,  with 
the  exception  of  geese,  which  ccme  largely  from  Russia  in 
normal  times.  There  is  a  plentiful  supply  of  salt  water 
fish,  the  season’s  catch  of  herring  having  been  exception¬ 
ally  good.  At  this  time  of  the  year  eggs  are  always 
scarce,  and  this  year,  as  large  supplies  usually  come  from 
Galicia,  the  scarcity  is  felt  more  than  usual.” 


HEAVIEST  GUN  FIFTY  YEARS  AGO  AND  NOW. 

The  Army  and  Navy  Gazette  quotes  from  its  issue  of 
Nov.  26.  1864,  the  following  description  of  the  heaviest 
gun  in  the  world  at  that  time: 

“A  20-inch  Rodman  gun  was  recently  tried  with  suc¬ 
cess  at  New  Y ork  *  *  *  it  weighs  nearlv  117,000  • 

-  .* 

pounds ;  the  carriage  is  in  proportion.  Its  diameter  or 
thickness  is  nearly  six  feet  at  the  breech,  and  its  bore  is 
twenty  inches.  The  solid  shot  it  throws  is  1,080  pounds 
in  weight,  and  the  regular  charge  of  powder  is  100 
pounds,  which  may  be  increased  to  125  pounds,  if  great 
range  or  extraordinary  momentum  is  required  to  be  im¬ 
parted  to  its  terrible  missiles.  *  *  *  The  final  trial 

was  by  far  the  most  interesting  and  important  of  all  that 
preceded  it.  A  heavy  concussion  of  the  ground  as  well 
as  the  atmosphere  was  now  looked  for.  and  there  was 
just  enough  of  anxiety  for  the  safety  of  the  giant,  who 
has  now  become  a  pet  among  those  who  were  not  familiar 
with  its  powers,  as  to  lend  the  additional  charm  of  ex¬ 
citement  to  the  interest  hitherto  felt.  The  gun  had  now 
a  full  charge  of  powder,  and  1,080-pound  ball.  At  length 
it  was  loaded,  and  it  was  announced  that  the  fuse  was 
about  to  be  fired.  *  ,  *  *  The  fuse  failed.  An  officer 

then  went  up.  who  must  have  had  great  confidence  in  the 
gun,  and  snapped  the  cap,  and  ofi*  went  the  big  gun. 
There  was  no  perceptible  concussion  of  the  ground,  and 
indeed  very  little  of  anything  to  lead  you  to  think  that 
the  greatest  gun  known  to  exist  had  been  fired.  The  shot 
whirled  through  the  air  from  the  angle  of  twenty-five  do- 
grec-s.  at  which  the  gun  was  elevated,  and,  after  describing 
a  beautiful  arc.  which  was  visible  to  the  naked  eve.  dropped 
into  the  water  about  four  miles  off.  The  noise  made  bv 
the  collision  of  the  ball  and  the  air,  in  the  flight  of  the 
former  was  like  .the  wail  of  a  giant.  It  was  something 
like  the  peculiar  noise  made  by  a  hurricane  passing 
through  a  chip’s  rigging.  It  was  the  scream  of  the  eagle.” 
The  largest  gun  at  present  belonging  to  tlx?  United  States 
is  tiie  16-inch.  With  smokeless  powder  it  takes  a  charge 
of  516  pounds,  but  with  black  powder  1,176  pounds  would 
be  required.  With  a  powder  pressure  -of  38,‘HK)  pounds 
to  tlie  square  inch,  the  gun  will  throw  a  projectile  weigh¬ 
ing  2,400  pounds  more  than  twenty  miles  at  the  rate  of 
2,300  feet  per  second.  The  gun*  is  fifty  feet  long  and 
weighs  about  1 42  tons. 


the  hello  nzzi.x 

Cun  you  get  the  ring  off? 
Thi»  puss.e  l*  the  latest  crs- 
Atten  of  Yankee  Ingenuity. 
Apparently  It  la  the  easiest 
thing  In  the  world  to  remove 
the  ring  from  the  block,  but 
it  takes  hours  of  study  to 
«lscc\er  the  trick,  unices  you  know  how  It  Is 
•one.  Price  by  mall,  postpaid,  10c.:  3  for  tic. 
M.  1  1-0*0,  1315  Centre  St..  B'klja,  N.  Y. 


ROUGH  RIDER  DISC  PISTOLS. 

Made  of  nicely  col¬ 
ored  wood  5  Vs  inches 
long.  The  power 
furnished  by  rubber 
bands.  Ten  discs  of 
cardboard  with  each 
pistol.  Price,  6c.  each, 
postpaid. 

H  F.  LANG,  1813  Centre  St.,  Bklyn,  N.  Y. 

TRICK  COLS  HOLDER. 

__  The  cola  holder  Is  attached 

to  a  ring  made  so  as  to  tit 
F  asfn  f  anyone's  finger.  The  holder 

V^Z  clasps  tightly  a  25-cent  piece. 

\)*i  r  When  the  ring  is  placed  on  the 
finger  with  the  coin  showing 
on  the  palm  of  the  hand  and  offered  In  change 
It  cannot  be  picked  up.  A  nice  way  to  tip 
people.  Price.  10c.  each  by  mail,  postpaid. 
H.  F.  LANG,  1813  Centre  St.,  B  klyn,  N.  Y. 

THE  BCCCLO  CIGAR. 


The  most  remarkable  trlck-clgar  In  tha 
world.  It  smokes  without  tobacco,  and  never 
gets  smaller.  Anyone  can  have  a  world  of 
fun  with  It,  especially  if  you  smoke  It  in  the 
presence  of  a  person  who  dislikes  the  odor 
of  tobacco.  It  look3  exactly  like  a  fine  per- 

fecto,  and  the  smoke  is  so  real  that  It  Is 

bound  to  deceive  the  closest  observer. 

Price,  12c.  each,  postpaid. 
C.  BE1IR,  130  W.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 

MAMAS. 

This  interesting  toy  is 
one  of  the  latest  novelties 
out.  It  is  in  great  de¬ 

mand.  To  operate  it,  the 
stem  is  placed  in  your 

mouth.  You  can  blow 

into  it,  and  at  the  same 
time  pull  or  jerk  lightly 
on  the  string.  The  mouth  opens,  and  it  then 
cries  ‘Ma-ma,”  just  exactly  in  the  tones  of  a 
real,  itve  baby.  The  sound  is  so  human  that 
It  would  deceive  anybody. 

Price  12c.  each  by  mail. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  20  W.  26th  St..  N.  Y. 


•* » * Ju  K  I'At.LEh 

Made  of  2  metal  nails 
linked  together.  Keeps 
folks  guessing;  easy  to 
take  them  apart  when  you 
know  how.  Directions 
with  every  one. 

Price,  6c.,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  2«th  St..  N. 

WIZARD’S  PACK  OF  TRICK  CARDS. 

A  full  pack  of  63  cards, 
but  by  the  aid  of  the  in¬ 
structions  given,  anyone  can 
perform  the  most  wonderful 
tricks.  Many  of  the  feats  ex¬ 
hibited  are  truly  marvelous 
and  astonish,  and  amuse  a 
whole  audience.  Positively  no 
sleight-of-hand.  The  whole  trick  is  In  the 
cards.  Price,  by  mail,  postpaid,  35c. 

H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 

TIN  MOUSE. 

It  is  mado  of  cast  metal  and 
has  the  exact  color,  shape  and 
size  of  a  live  mouse.  Pinned  on 
your  or  somebody  else’s  clothes, 
will  have  a  startling  effect  upon 
the  spectators.  The  screaming 
fun  had  by  this  little  novelty,  especially  in  the 
presence  of  ladies,  is  more  than  can  be  im¬ 
agined.  If  a  cat  happens  to  be  there,  there’s 
no  other  fun  to  be  compared  with  it. 

Price,  10c.  each  by  mall,  postpaid;  3  for  25c. 

FRANK  SMITH,  383  Lenox  Ave.,  N.  Y. 


rflOV  MONTY  r,"h",r"M,ni,'n< 

CHO  &  CTflrcvLl  Airf’6  Hank  IU1J’ 

nod  mnlffl  '•!»!  all  “rubbtr,”  Th*»* 

niadk  In  W*#hl»fton  and  ara  JmuIIm  T*ey  m  hand 
♦  ling  tbatn.  band  lOo  far  aaaipia  “wad. "and  Mf  Catalog 
, Addraia  .JkiclLLNLCT  CO.,  I>ap4*  ,  ITLNONA.MINN 
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TALKING  HEAD 


ASTONISHING,  MYSTIFYING 

C«n*p  an  apparently  *evei«.l  licaJ  to  open  It* 
•ye*  st  command,  talk,  answer  fluent  Ion*.  Start¬ 
ling  Illusion  ;  amaze*  all.  Just  Imagine  th# 
sensation  you  can  create.  Tills  arcat  trick  *i* 
clearly  explained  t  >at  anyone  can  perforin  It; 
also  new,  Intensely  Interesting  Indoor  (lama 
of  Baseball,  lor  only  10e.  Great  fun. 

MAGIC  SHOP,  Dept.  K,  Frenchtown,  N.  J. 


VOICE  THROWERIOcr 


Wonderful  lnJtr<m>cQ| 
at  croate*  a  new  vx* 
'oal  powor.  fiouadiat* 

pear  to  coma  from  a  croat  dlaUnoe  eway.  Reid  unneen  In  tha  moult 
f  fei  Myedflae  ararybady  8enda«V.ma  foryoora todr y.  (>ur  jraAtaalRlaa 
’  * ''  r  lnoludad  frt*.  MoJtUlLEI  00.,i>  9  WIN  Or*  A,  MiAIL 


IMITATION  CIGAR  BUTT. 

It  Is  made  of  a  composition, 
exactly  resembling  a  lighted 
cigar.  The  white  ashes  at  the 
end  and  the  imitation  of  to¬ 
bacco-leaf  being  perfect.  You 
can  carelessly  place  it  on  top  of 
the  tablecloth  or  any  other  ex¬ 
pensive  piece  of  furniture,  and 
await  the  result.  After  they  see 
the  Joke  everybody  will  have  a 
good  laugh.  Price,  lCc.  each  by 
mall,  postpaid:  3  fer  25c. 

H.  F.  LANG.  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 

TRICK  CIGARETTE  BOA. 

This  one  is  a  corker!  Get  a 
box  right  away,  if  you  want  to 
have  a  barrel  of  Joy.  Here’s  the 
secret:  It  looks  like  an  ordi¬ 

nary  red  box  of  Turkish  ciga¬ 
rettes.  But  it  contains  a  trig-- 
ger,  under  which  you  place  a 
paper  cap.  Offer  yeur  friend  a 
smoke  and  he  raises  the  lid  of 
the  box.  That  explodes  the  cap, 
and  if  you  are  wise  you  will  gat 
out  of  sight  with  the  box  before 
he  gets  over  thinking  he  was 
shot.  Price,  15c.,  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  21)  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


THE  DEVIL’S  CARD  TRICK. — From  three 
cards  held  in  the  hand  anyone  is  asked  to 
mentally  select  one.  All  three  cards  are 
placed  in  a  hat  and  the  performer  removes 
first  the  two  that  the  audience  did  not  select 
and  passing  the  hat  to  them  their  card  has 
mysteriously  vanished.  A  great  climax; 
highly  recommended.  Price,  10c. 

FRANK  SMITH.  383  Lenox  Ave.,  N.  Y. 


THE  FRIGHTFUL  RATTLESNAKE! 

To  all  appearance  it  is  a 
harmless  piece  of  coiled 
paper  with  a  mouth- 
zep  piece  attachment,  but 
upon  placing  it  to  one's  i 
£V  mouth,  and  blowing  j 
into  the  tube,  an  imita¬ 
tion  snake  over  two  , 
feet  in  length  springs  out  of  the  roll  like  a 
flash  of  lightning,  producing  a  whistling,  flut-  i 
tering  sound  that  would  frighten  a  wild  In¬ 
dian.  We  guarantee  our  rattlesnake  not  to 
bite,  but  would  not  advise  you  to  play  the 
joke  on  timid  women  or  delicate  children. 
Each  snake  packed  in  a  box.  Price,  10c.;  3 
for  26c.,  mailed  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


FALSE  NOSES. 

Change  your  face!  Have  a 
barrel  of  fun!  They  are  life¬ 
like  reproductions  of  funny 
noses,  made  of  shaped  cloth, 
waxed,  and  colored.  When 
placed  over  your  nose,  they  re¬ 
main  on  securely,  and  only  a 
close  inspection  reveals  their 
false  character.  All  shapes, 
such  as  pugs,  hooks,  short-horn 
lemons,  and  rum  blossoms.  Bet¬ 
ter  than  a  false  face.  Can  be 
carried  in  the  vest  pocket. 

Price,  by  mail,  10c.  each. 
H.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


ROUGH  AND  READY  TUMBLERS. 

These  lively  acrobats 
are  handsomely  deco¬ 
rated  with  the  U.  S. 
flag  and  with  gold  and 
silver  stars  and  hearts. 
Upon  placing  them  up¬ 
on  any  fiat  surface  and  tilting  it  they  at  once 
begin  a  most  wonderful  performance,  climbing 
and  tumbling  over  each  other  and  chasing 
each  other  in  every  direction,  as  if  the  evil 
spirit  was  after  them,  causing  roars  of  laugh¬ 
ter  from  the  spectators.  They  actually  ap¬ 
pear  imbued  with  life.  What  causes  them  to 
cut  up  such  antics  is  a  secret  that  may  not 
De  known  even  to  the  owner  of  the  unruly 
subjects.  If  you  want  some  genuine  fun  send 
for  a  set  of  our  tumblers. 

Price  per  set,  10c.  mailed,  postpaid. 
II.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


TRICK  PPZZLB 
PURSE.  —  The  first  at¬ 
tempt  usually  made  to 
open  it,  is  to  press  down 
the  little  knob  in  the 
centre  of  purse,  when  a 
small  needle  run#  out 
and  stabs  them  in  the 
finger,  but  does  not  open 
it.  You  can  open  it  be¬ 
fore  their  eyes  and  still 
they  will  be  unable  to  open  it.  Price  by  mall, 
postpaid,  25c.  each. 

WOLIF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  IV.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


MAGIC  DIE  BLOCK, 


£ 

T%  ET.' 

and  1* 


A  wonderfully  de¬ 
ceptive  trick!  A  solid 
block,  two  inches 
square,  is  made  to  ap- 
and  disappear  at 
leasure.  Borrowing 
_  hat  from  one  of  the 
— _  audience,  you  plaee 

»>•  Uo-k  on  top,  sliding  a  cardboard  cover 
♦  *rt,r'  rray  be  examin'd!  over  it.  At  the 
w,.rc  "  rr. rr. •<  nd  you  lift  the  cover,  the  block 
3'd  *  «*  w*m*  Instant  It  falls  to  the 
»!,  f'ugh  th*  bat,  with  •  solid  thud,  «r 
o  *  r,t  t-»  tutor's  hand*  Teu  may 

,  »T,„  »r. <  trick  by  passing  tha  black 
r  a  ♦  *>,»  end  on  to  the  floor  beneath, 
,  ,,,  ♦  *  d**k  Into  the  drawer, 

— >,|,  if  y  f  *  i  •  to  astonish  the 

af*  r*  (r  1  c a ri  be  repeated  as  '.ft an  as 
frU  < .  35c.,  postpaid. 
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yj.l  *  KOVLLTI  CO,,  'iJ  V*.  bt.,  >.  I. 


NORWEGIAN  MOUSE. 

A  very  large  gray  mouse, 
measuring  I  inches  from  tip 
of  nose  to  end  of  tail.  The 
teedy  of  mouse  is  hollow. 
Place  your  first  finger  in  his 
body,  and  then  by  moving  your 
finger  up  and  down,  the  mouse 
appears  to  be  running  up  your 
sleeve.  Enter  a  room  where 
there  are  ladles,  with  the 
mouse  runn'ng  up  your  sleeve, 
and  you  will  see  a  rapid  scat¬ 
tering  of  the  fair  sex.  Many 
practical  jokes  can  be  perpe¬ 
trated  with  this  small  rodent. 

Price,  10c.;  *  for  26c.  mailed,  postpaid. 

C.  BEER,  150  W.  62tl  St.,  New  York  City. 

AUTOMATIC  COPYING  PENCIL. 

The  importance  of 
carrying  a  good  re¬ 
liable  pencil  need  not 
be  dwelt  upon  here. 

It  Is  an  absolute  ne¬ 
cessity  with  us  all. 
The  holder  or  this  pencil  is  beautifully 

nickeled  with  grooved  box-wood  handle,  giv¬ 
ing  a  firm  grip  in  writing;  the  pencil  auto¬ 
matically  supplies  the  lead  as  needed  while 
a  box  of  these  long  leads  are  given  with  each 
pencil.  The  writing  of  this  pencil  is  indelible 
the  same  as  ink,  and  thus  can  be  used  in 
writing  letters,  addressing  envelopes,  etc. 

Bills  of  account  er  Invoices  made  out  with 
this  penoll  can  be  copied  the  same  as  If  copy- 
lag  Ink  was  used.  It  Is  the  handiest  pencil 
ea  the  market;  you  do  not  require  a  knife 
te  keep  it  sharp;  it  Is  ever  ready,  ever  safe, 
and  Just  the  thing  te  carry. 

Price  of  pencil,  with  box  of  leads  complete,  only  i 
19c. ;  3  for  26o.;  one  dozen  Me.  postpaid. 

WOLFF  NOVKLTF  CO.,  29  W.  20th  at ,  N.  Y.  | 


MYSTERIOUS  SKULL. 

Shines  in  the  dark.  The  most 
frightful  ghost  ever  shown.  A 
more  startling  effect  could  not  be 
found.  Not  only  will  it  afford 
tremendous  amusement,  but  it  is 
guaranteed  to  scare  away  bur¬ 
glars,  bill  collectors,  and  book 
agents.  It  cannot  get  out  of  order 
and  can  be  used  repeatedly.  Price, 
4x5  inches,  I5c.;  by 

mail. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


THE  MYSTIC  RING. 

A  Brand-New  Trick, 
Just  Out. — Puzzling, 
Mystifying  and  Per¬ 
plexing.  A  metal  ring 
is  handed  around  for 
examination,  and  is  found  to  bo  solid,  unbroken 
japanned  iron.  A  cane,  a  pencil  or  a  string 
is  held  tightly  at  each  end  by  a  spectator. 
The  performer  lightly  taps  the  cane  with  the 
ring,  and  the  ring  suddenly  is  soon  to  be  en¬ 
circling  the  cane.  How  did  the  ring  pass  the 
spectator’s  two  hands  and  got  on  the  oane? 
The  most  mystifying  trick  ever  invented. 
Others  charge  75  cents  for  this  trick;  but  our 
price,  including  instruction,  is  12c.,  postpaid. 
C.  BEIIR.  150  VV.  62d  St.,  New  York  City. 


POCKET  WIIISR-BROOH 

This  Is  no  toy,  but  a  real 
whisk-broom,  «V4  Inch**  high.  It 
1b  made  of  imported  Japanese 
bristles,  neatly  put  togother,  and 
can  easily  be  carried  In  the  vest 
pocket,  ready  for  use  at  any  mo¬ 
ment,  for  hats  or  clothing,  etc. 
Price  10  cents  oach,  by  malt, 
postpaid. 

G.  HUH  R.  150  VV  .  6  2d  SL.  N.  Y. 


LAUGHING  CAMERA. 

Everybody  grotesquely 
photographed  ;  stout  peo¬ 
ple  look  thin,  and  vice 
versa. 

Price,  25c.  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO., 
29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


DEVI  LINE'S 


WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO. 


WHISTLE. 

Nickel  plated  and 
polished;  it  pro¬ 
duces  a  near-pierc¬ 
ing  sound;  large 
seller;  Illustration 
actual  size.  Price, 
12c.  by  mail. 

29  W.  26th  St..  N.  V. 


MARBLE  VASE. 

A  clever  and  puzzling  effect, 
easy  to  do;  the  apparatus  can 
be  minutely  examined.  Effect: 
A  marble  can  be  made  to  pasj 
from  the  hand  into  the  closed 
vase,  which  a  moment  before 
.  .  was  shown  empty.  This  is  a 

beautiful  enameled  turned  wood  vase. 

Price.  20c. 

FRANK  SMITH,  383  Lenox  Ave.,  N.  Y. 


STAR  AND  CRESCENT 
PUZZLE. 

The  puzzle  is  to  sepa¬ 
rate  the  one  star  from 
the  linked  star  and  cres¬ 
cent  without  using  force. 
Price  by  mail,  postpaid. 
10c.;  3  for  25c. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO„ 
23  \V.  26th  St..  N.  Y. 


TRICK  fan: 


A  lady’s  fan  made 
of  colored  silk  cloth. 
The  fan  may  be  used 
and  then  shut,  and 
when  it  opens  again, 
it  falls  in  pieces;  shut 
and  open  again  and  it 
is  perfect,  without  a 
eign  of  a  break.  A  great  surprise  for  those 
not  in  the  trick.  Price,  35c.  by  mail,  postpaid. 
II.  F.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  A. 


IMITATION  GOLD  TEETH, 


Gold  plated  tooth,  shape  made  so  that  It 
vlll  fit  any  tooth.  Price,  5c.,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  2«th  St.,  N.  Y. 

THE  SURPRISE  FOUNTAIN  PEN 

A  novelty  of  the 
greatest  merit!  It 
looks  just  like  a  gen¬ 
uine  fountain  pen.  But 
it  isn’t.  That's  where 
the  joke  comes  in.  If 
you  take  off  the  cover,  a  nice,  ripe,  Juicy 
lemon  appears.  Then  you  give  the  friend 
you  lend  It  to  the  merry  “ha-ha.”  You 
might  call  it  an  everlasting  joke  because  you 
can  use  it  over  and  over  again.  Price,  by 
mall,  postpaid.  10c. 

H.  F.  LANG.  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 

JAPANESE  TRICK  KNIFE. 

You  can  show  the  knife  and 
instantly  draw  it  across  your 
finger,  apparently  cutting  deep 
into  the  flesh.  The  red  blood 
appears  on  the  blade  of  the 
knife,  giving  a  startling  effect 


j  to  the  spectators.  The  knife 
J  is  removed  and  the  finger  is 
found  in  good  condition.  Quite  an  effective 
Illusion.  Price  10c.  each  by  mail. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  YV.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


FOUR  WEEKS  (A  LOUD  BOOK). 

lias  the  absolute  and  -za^t 
shape  of  a  book  In  olot^i.  Up¬ 
on  the  opening  of  the  book, 
after  having  It  eet  up  accord¬ 
ing  to  direction*  furnished,  a 
loud  report  similar  to  that  of 
a  pistol-shot  will  be  heard, 
much  to  the  amagement  and 
surprise  of  the  victim.  Caps 
not  mailable;  can  be  bought 
at  any  toy  store.  Price,  65c.  by  mail,  postpaid. 
WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO..  29  W.  20t!i  ht..  N.  Y. 


3UBBLER. 


The  greatest 

invention  of  the 
age.  The  box 
contains  a  blow- 
p  i  p  e  of  neatly 
enameled  metal, 
and  five  tablets; 
also  printed  di¬ 
rections  for  play¬ 
ing  numerous 
soap-bubble  games,  such  a  Floating  Bubbles, 
Repeaters,  Surprise  Bubbles.  Double  Bubbles. 
The  Boxers,  Lung  Tester,  Supported  Bubbles, 
Rolling  Bubbles,  Smoke  Bubbles,  Bouncing 
Bubbles,  and  many  others.  Ordinary  bubble- 
blowing,  with  a  pipe  and  soap  water,  are  not 
In  it  with  this  scientific  toy.  It  produces 
larger,  more  beautiful  and  stronger  bubbles 
than  you  can  get  by  the  ordinary  method. 
The  games  are  intensely  interesting,  too. 

,  Price,  12c.  by  mall. 

H.  I.  LANG,  1815  Centre  St.,  B’klyn,  N.  Y. 


LOOK  BACKWARD. 

The  greatest  novelty  out. 
Enjoy  yourself!  Own  one! 
When  placed  to  the  eye, 
you  can  see  what  is  tak¬ 
ing  place  in  back  and  front 
of  you  at  the  same  time. 
No  need  to  wish  for  eyes 
in  the  back  of  your  head, 
as  with  this  article  you 
can  observe  all  that  occurs  in  that  direction 
without  even  turning  your  head.  How  often 
are  you  anxious  to  see  faces  in  back  of  you  or 
observe  who  is  following  without  attracting 
attention  by  turning  around.  This  instrument 
does  the  trick  for  you.  Lots  of  fun  in  owning 
a  Seeback  Scope.  Price,  15c.  each,  in  money 
cr  postage  stamps. 

WOLFF  NOVELTY  CO.,  29  W.  26th  St.,  N.  Y. 


HANDY  TOOL 

Every  boy  should  possess 
one  of  these  handy  little  in¬ 
struments.  It  consists  of  a 
buttonhook,  a  cigar-cutter,  • 
scissors,  key-ring  and  bottle- 
opener,  all  in  one.  The 
steel  is  absolutely  guaran¬ 
teed.  Small  catches  hold  it 
so  that  it  cannot  open  in  the 
pocket.  Price  by  mail,  post¬ 
paid,  15  cents  each. 


FRANK  SMITH  * 

3S3  Lenox  Ave.  New  York  City 
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No.  46,  HOW  TO  MAKE  AND  USE  ELEC¬ 
TRICITY. — A  description  of  the  wonderful 
uses  of  electricity  and  electro  magnetism;  to¬ 
gether  with  full  Instructions  for  making  Elec¬ 
tric  Toys,  Batteries,  etc.  By  George  Trebel, 
A.  M.  M.  D.  Containing  over  fifty  illustra¬ 
tions. 

No.  47.  HOW  TO  BREAK,  RIDE  AND 
DRIVE  A  HORSE. — A  complete  treatise  on 
the  horse.  Describing  the  most  useful  horses 
for  business,  the  best  horses  for  the  road; 
also  valuable  recipes  for  diseases  peculiar  to 
the  horse. 

No.  48.  HOW  TO  BUILD  AND  SAIL 
CANOES.— A  handy  book  for  boys,  contain¬ 
ing  full  directions  for  constructing  canoes  and 
the  most  popular  manner  of  sailing  them. 
Fully  illustrated. 

No.  *».  HOW  TO  DEBATE.— Giving  rules 
for  conducting  debates,  outlines  for  debates, 
questions  for  discussion,  and  the  best  sources 
for  procuring  Information  on  the  question 
given. 

No.  50.  HOW  TO  STUFF  BIRDS  AND  AN¬ 
IMALS. — A  valuable  book,  giving  instructions 
in  collecting,  preparing,  mounting  and  pre¬ 
serving  birds,  animals  and  insects. 

No.  51.  HOW  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH 

CARDS. — Containing  explanations  of  the  gen¬ 
eral  principle*  of  sleight-of-hand  applicable 
to  card  tricks-,  of  card  tricks  with  ordinary 
cards,  and  not  requiring  sleight-of-hand;  of 
trick*  involving  sleight-of-hand,  or  the  use 
of  specially  prepared  cards.  Illustrated. 

No.  52.  HOW  TO  PLAY  CARDS— Giving 
the  rules  and  full  directions  for  playing 
Euchre.  Cribbage,  Casino,  Forty-Five.  Rounce, 
Pedre  Sancho,  Draw  Poker,  Auction  Pitch, 
All  Fours,  and  many  other  popular  games  of 
cards. 

No.  53.  HOW  TO  WRITE  LETTERS.— A 
wonderful  little  book,  telling  you  how  to  write 
to  your  sweetheart.  your  father,  mother,  sis¬ 
ter.  brother,  employer;  and,  in  fact,  every¬ 
body  and  anybody  you  wish  to  write  to. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  KEEP  AND  MANAGE 
PETS. — Giving  complete  Information  as  to  the 
manner  and  method  of  raising,  keeping,  tam¬ 
ing  breeding,  and  managing  all  kinds  of  pets; 
a. so  giving  full  instructions  for  making  cages, 
etc.  Fully  explained  by  twenty-eight  Illus¬ 
trations 

No.  55.  HOW  TO  COLLECT  STAMPS 
AND  CorNS  -Containing  valuable  Informa¬ 
tion  rev  » rdlng  the  collecting  and  arranging 
of  stans * s  and  oolns.  Handsomely  Illustrated. 

No.  54.  HOW  TO  BECOME  AN  KX- 
GINKKK. — Containing  full  Instructions  how  to 
beeesne  s  leeoaiettve  engineer;  also  directions 
for  building  e  model  locomotive;  together 
with  e  full  description  of  everything  an  en¬ 
gineer  should  knew. 

Vo  *o  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  PHOTOG¬ 


RAPHER. — Containing  useful  information  re¬ 
garding  the  Camera  and  how  to  work  it;  also 
how  to  make  Photographic  Magic  Lantern 
Slides  and  other  Transparencies.  Handsomely 
illustrated. 

No.  62.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  WEST 

POINT  MILITARY  CADET. — Explains  how 
to  gain  admittance,  course  of  Study,  Examina¬ 
tions,  Duties,  Staff  of  Officers,  Post  Guard,  Po¬ 
lice  Regulations,  Fire  Department,  and  all  a 
boy  should  know  to  be  a  cadet.  By  Lu  Senar- 
ens. 

No.  63.  HOW  TO  BECOME  A  NAVAL 

CADET. — Complete  instructions  of  how  to  gain 
admission  to  the  Annapolis  Naval  Academy. 
Also  containing  the  course  of  instruction,  de¬ 
scription  of  grounds  and  buildings,  historical 
sketch,  and  everything  a  boy  should  know  to 
become  an  officer  in  the  United  States  Navy. 
By  Lu  Senarens. 

No.  64.  HOW’  TO  MAKE  ELECTRICAL 

MACHINES. — Containing  full  directions  for 
making  electrical  machines,  induction  colls, 

dynamos,  and  many  novel  toys  to  be  worked 
by  electricity.  By  R.  A.  R.  Bennet.  Fully 
illustrated. 

No.  65.  MULDOON’S  JOKES. — The  most 
original  joke  book  ever  published,  and  it  is 
brimful  of  wit  and  humor.  It  contains  a 
large  collection  of  songs,  Jokes,  conundrums, 
etc.,  of  Terrence  Muldoon,  the  great  wit,  hu¬ 
morist,  and  practical  joker  of  the  day. 

No.  66.  HOYV  TO  DO  PUZZLES. — Con¬ 

taining  over  three  hundred  interesting  puzzles 
and  conundrums,  with  key  to  same.  A  com¬ 
plete  book.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  67.  HOYV  TO  DO  ELECTRICAL 
TRICKS. — Containing  a  large  collection  of  in¬ 
structive  and  highly  amusing  electrical  tricks 
’together  with  illustrations  By  A.  Anderson! 

No.  68.  HOW  TO  DO  CHEMICAL  TRICKS 
— Containing  over  one  hundred  highly  amus¬ 
ing  and  Instructive  tricks  with  chemicals.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Handsomely  Illustrated 
No.  09.  HOYV  TO  DO  SLEIGHT-OF-HAND 
— Containing  over  fifty  of  the  latest  and  best 
tricks  used  by  magicians.  Also  containing  the 
secret  of  second  sight.  Fully  Illustrated 

No.  70.  HOYV  TO  MAKE  MAGIC  TOYS — 
Containing  full  directions  for  making  Maglo 
Toys  and  devices  of  many  kinds.  Fully  illus¬ 
trated. 

No.  71.  HOYV  TO  DO  MECHANIC  YL 
TRICKS. — Containing  complete  Instructions 
for  performing  over  sixty  Mechanical  Tricks 
Fully  illustrated. 

No.  72.  HOW  TO  DO  SIXTY  TRICKS 

YY’ITH  CARDS.-  Embracing  all  of  the  latest 
SJid  most  deceptive  card  tricks,  with  illus¬ 
trations. 

No.  7S.  HOYV  TO  DO  TRICKS  WITH 

NVMRKR8.  Showing  many  curious 


many  curious  trick. 

For  sale  by  all  newsdealers,  or  will  be  sent  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  price,  10  cts  per  copy 

FRANK  T0USEY,  Publisher, . . 


with  figures  and  the  magic  of  numbers.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Fully  illustrated. 

No.  74.  HOW’  TO  YVRITE  LETTERS 
CORRECTLY. — Containing  full  instructions 
for  writing  letters  on  almost  any  subject; 
also  rules  for  punctuation  and  composition, 
with  specimen  letters. 

No.  75.  HOYV  TO  BECOME  A  CONJI  RER. 

— Containing  tricks  with  Dominoes.  Dies, 
Cups  and  Balls,  Hats,  etc.  Embracing  thirty- 
six  illustrations.  By  A.  Anderson. 

No.  76.  HOW  TO  TELL  FORTUNES  BY 
THE  HAND. — Containing  rules  for  telling  for¬ 
tunes  by  the  aid  of  lines  of  the  hand,  or 
the  secret  of  palmistry.  Also  the  secret  of 
telling  future  events  by  aid  of  moles  marka 
scars,  etc.  Illustrated. 

No.  77.  HOYV  TO  DO  FORTY  TRICKS 
WITH  CARDS. — Containing  deceptive  Card 
Tricks  as  performed  by  leading  conjurers  and 
magicians.  Arranged  for  home  amusement. 
Fully  illustrated. 

No.  78.  HOYV  TO  DO  THE  BLACK  ART, 

— Containing  a  complete  description  of  thb 
mysteries  of  Magic  and  Sleight-of-Hand.  to¬ 
gether  with  many  wonderful  experiments.  By 
A.  Anderson.  Illustrated. 

No.  79.  HOYV  TO  BECO.YIE  AN  ACTOR. 
— Containing  complete  Instructions  how  to 
make  up  for  various  characters  on  the  stage; 
together  with  the  duties  of  the  Stage  Manager 
Prompter.  Scenic  Artist  and  Property  Man. 

No.  80.  Gl'S  WILLIAMS'  JOKE  HOOK  - 
Containing  the  latest  Jokes,  anecdotes  and 
funny  stories  of  this  world-renowned  German 
comedian.  Sixty-four  pages,  handsome  col¬ 
ored  cover,  containing  a  half-tone  photo  of 
the  author. 

No.  81.  HOYV  TO  MESMERIZE. — Contain¬ 
ing  the  most  approved  methods  of  mesmer¬ 
ism;  animal  magnetism,  or.  magnetic  heal¬ 
ing.  By  Prof.  Leo  Hugo  Koch  A.C.S.  author 
of  “How  to  Hypnotize."  etc. 

No.  82.  HOYV  TO  DO  PA LMISTRV.— Con¬ 
taining  the  most  approved  methods  of  read¬ 
ing  the  lines  on  the  hand,  together  with  a  full 
explanation  of  their  meaning.  Also  explain¬ 
ing  phrenology,  and  the  key  for  telling  char¬ 
acter  by  the  bumps  on  the  head.  Bv  Lea 
Hugo  Koch.  A.C.S.  Fully  illustrated 

No  83.  HOYV  TO  H YFNOTIZE.— — Contaln- 
lng  valuable  and  Instructive  information  re¬ 
garding  the  science  of  hypnotism.  Also  ex- 
plsinlng  the  most  approved  methods  which 
are  employed  by  the  leading  hypnotist*  of 
the  world  By  Leo  Hugo  Koch.  ACS 

No.  84.  HOYV  TO  BECOME  VN  \|  THOR. 
—Containing  Information  regarding  choice  of 
subjects  the  use  of  words  and  the  manner  of 
preparing  and  submitting  manuscript  a  sc 
containing  valuable  Information  as  to  the 
neatness,  legibility  and  genera!  composition 
of  manuscript. 

or  3  for  25  eta.  in  money  or  poatage  atampa.  by 
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